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Nudus agris, nudus nummis pater unis, 
Isſanire parat certd ratione modoque. Hor. 
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To the Right Honourable 


CHARLES Earl of Dorſet 
and Middleſex, 
Lord Chamberlain of bis Majeſty's Houſbold, 


and Knight of the Moſs Noble Order of 
the Garter, &c. 


— - 


r 
Voung Poet is liable to the ſame 
Vanity and Indiſcretion with a young 
over; and the Great Man who 
miles upon one, and the Fine Wo- 
man who looks kindly upon t'other, 
are both of 'em in Danger of havin 
the Favour publiſh'd with the fir 
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Opportunity. 

But there may be a different Motive, which will 
a little diſtinguiſh the Offenders. For tho” one 
ſhou'd have a Vanity in raining another's Reputa- 
tion, yet the other may only have an Ambition to 
advance his own. And I beg Leave, my Lord, 
that I may plead the latter, both as the Cauſe and 
Excuſe of this Dedication. * 

5s A 3 Whoever 


2 * ö * £ 7 , 
9 3 e 


„ dhe Delia & 
+ Whoever is King, is alſo the Father of his Conn- 
try; and as no body can diſpute your Lordſhip's 
Monarchy in Poetry; fo all that are concern'd, 
ought to acknowledge Your Univerſal Patronage: 
And it is only preſuming on the Privilege of a 
Loyal Subject, that I have ventur'd to make this 
my Addreſs of Thanks to Your Lordſhip ; which, 
at the ſame Time, includes a Prayer for Your © 
Protection. | 
I am not Ignorant of the Common Form of 
Poetical Dedications, which are generally made up 
of Panegyricks, where the Authors endeavour to 
diſtinguiſh their Patrons, by the ſhining Characters 
they give them, above other Men.“ But that, my 
Lord, is not my Buſineſs at this time, nor is Your 
Lordſhip #»w to be diſtinguiſh'd. I am contented 
with the Honour I do my ſelf in this Epiſtle; 
without the Vanity of attempting to add to, or 
explain your Lordſhip's Character. 
I confeſs it is not without ſome ſtruggling, that 
I behave my ſelf in this Caſe, as I ought : For it is 
very hard to be pleaſed with a Subject, and yet 
forbear it. But I chooſe rather to follow Phlezy's 
n Precept, than his Example, when, in his Panegy- 
\ rick to the Emperor Trajan, he ſays, 


Nec minus conſiderabo quid anres ejus pati poſſint, 
uam quid virtutibus debeatur. 


1 hope I may be excus'd the Pedantry of a Quo- 
tation, when it is ſo juſtly apply'd. Here are ſome 
Lines in the Print, (and which your Lordſhip read 
before this Play was Acted) that were omitted on 
the Stage; and particularly one whole Scene in the 
Third Act, which not only helps the Deſignu for- 
ward with leſs Precipitation, but alſo heightens the 
ridiculous Character of Forefight, which indeed 
ſeems to be-maim'd without it. But I found my 


ſelf in great Danger of a long Play, and was glad 
| | to 
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to help it where I could. Tho? notwithſtand- 
ing my Care, and the kind Reception it had 
from the Town; I could heartily with it yet ſhor» 
ter: But the Number of different Characters repre- 
7 ſented in it, would have been too much crowded 


n lefs room. 


3 This Reflexion on Prolixity, (a F ault, for 
which ſcarce any one Beauty will atone) warns 
mee not to be tedious now, anddetain Your Lord- 


ſhip any longer with the Trifles of, 


MAY LORD, 


Nour Lordfoip's Meg 


Obedient and Moſt 


Humble Servant, 


William Congreye. | 


1 
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By Mr. BETTER TON. 


HE Husbandman in vain renews his Toil, 
To cultivate each Year a hungry Soil; 

And fondly hopes for rich and generous Fruit, 
When what ſhould feed the Tree, devours the Root : 
I unladen Boughs, he ſees, bode certain Dearth, 
Unleſs tranſplanted to more kindly Earth. . 

So, the poor Husbands of the Stage, who found 

Their Labours loſt upon ungrateful Ground, 

This laſt and only Remedy have prov'd; 

And hope new Fruit from ancient Stocks remov d. 

Well may they hope, when you ſo kindly aid, 

Well plant a Soil which you ſo rich have made. 

As Nature gave the World to Man' firſt Age, 


| $0 from your Bounty we receive this Stage; 


The Freedom Man was born to, you've reſior d. 
And to our World ſuch Plenty you afford, 
I71 ſeems like Eden, fruitful of its own accord. 
But ſince in Paradiſe frail Fleſh gave way, 
And when but two were made, both went aſtray; 
Forbear your Wonder, and the Fault forgive, 
If in our larger Family we grieve , 
One falling Adam, and one tempted Eve. 
We who remain, would gratefully repay 
Ip bat our Endeavours can, and bring, this Day, 
The Firſt-fruit Offering, of a Virgin Play, 
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Spoken at the Opening of the New Houſe, 
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PROLOGUE. 


Ne hope there's ſomething that may pleaſe each Taſte, 
And tho of Homely Fare we make the m—_ 
Yet you will find Variety at leaſt. | 
There's Humour, which for chearful Friends we got, 
And for the thinking Party there's a Plot. 
Were ſomething too, to gratify Ill. nature, 
(If there be any here) and that is Satire, 
Tho' Satire ſcarce dares grin, tis grown ſo mild 
Or only ſhews its Teeth, as if it ſmil'd. 
As Aſſes Thiftles, Poets mumble Wit, 
And dare not bite, for fear of being bit. 

hold their Pens, as Swords are held by Fools, 
And are afraid to uſe-their own Edge-Tools. 
Since the Plain-Dealer's Scenes of Manly Rage, 
Not one has dar d to laſh this Crying Age. 
This time, the Poet owns the bold Eſſay, 
Yet hopes there's no Ill manners in his Play: 
And be detlarts by me, he has deſign d 
Afﬀront to none, but frankly ſpeaks his Mind. 
And ſbon d th enſuing Scenes not chance to h, 
He offers but this one Excuſe, 'twas writ 
Before your late Encouragement of il it. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


5 M E N. 

"- * Legend, Father to Valentine & Nr. Under bill 

Valentine, Fallen under his Father's Diſ- L 
pleaſure by his expenſive way of Mr. Jerterton. 1 


living, in Love with Angelica. 
Scandal, His Friend, a free Speaker. Mr. Smith, 
Tattle, A half-witted Beau, vain of his 
Amours, yet valuing himſelf for P Mr. Bowman. 
Secrecy, s | 
Ben, Sir Sampſon's younger Son, half } 
| home bred, and half Sea bred, de- > Mr. Dogg et. 
ſign'd to marry Miſs Prue, 
Frreſ ght, An illiterate old Fellow, 
pecviſh and poſitive, ſuperſtitious, J- 
arid pretending to underſtand Aſtro- Mr. $ 
gy, Palmiſtry, Phyſiognomy, O- Sandford. 
mens, Dreams, Oc. Uncle to 4 


. 9 a— GE 
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Gem Hen ˙ · —— 


| gelics, 5 | 

| Jeremy, Servant to Valentine. Mr, Bowen, 

i _ ITrapland, A Scrivener.. Mr. Triffuſis. 
[| Buckraw, A Lawyer, Mr, Freeman. 
FS WOMEN. 


F 
= Angelica, Niece to Fore/ight, of a con- 2 
[ - Bat Fortune in — own — Mrs. Ir acegirdle 
| Mrs, Foreſight, Second Wife to Foreſaght: Mrs. Bowman. 
Mrs. Frail, Sifter to Mrs, Foreſight, a 
F Woman of the Town. 
| Miſs Frue, Daughter to Foreſight by a7 


Mrs. Barry. 


| former Wife, a filly aukward Coun» > Mrs. 4yl:f. 
eu Gil. 


5 Nurie to Miſs, | | Mrs, Leigh. 
Fenny. Mrs. Lawſon 


A Steward, Officers, Sailers, and ſeveral Servants. 


me SCENE in LONDON. 
| | 5 Lovs 


Love for Love. 


Kern 


Valentine in his Chamber Reading. Jeremy waiting, 
Several Books upon the Table. 


VALENTINE. 


ER E Mur. 
555 Fere. Sir. 
.. Here, take away ; Tl walk a turn 
p WY and digeſt what I have read | 
25 Fere.. You'll grow deviliſh fat upon this 
Paper Diet. 
[ 4ſede, and taking away the Books. 

Val. And d'ye here, go you to Breakfaſt —— There's | 
a Page doubled down in Epicterus, that is a Feaſt for an 
— 

Was Epictetus a real Cook, or did he only. write 
Receipts? 

Val. Read, read, Sirrah; and refine your Appetite; learm- 
to live upon Inſtruction; feaſt your Mind, and mortify 
your Fleſh; Read, and take your Nourifhment in at your 
Eyes; | ſhut up your Mouth, and chew the Cud of Under- 
franding, So Epictetus adviſes. 

Fere. O Lord! I have heard much of him, wben 1 
waited upon a. Gentleman at Cambridge: Pray what was 
that Epictetus ?. 

Kel, A very rich Man, Not worth a Grout: 


. 


. 
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Fire. Humpb, and ſo he has made a very fine Fea ſt 
Where there is nothing to be eaten. 

Val. Yes. 

Fere. Sir, you're aGentleman, and probably under ſtand 
this fine feeding: But if you pleaſe, I had rather be at 
Board- Wages. Does your Epidtetus, or your Seneca here, 


or any of theſe poor rich Rogues, teach you how to pay 


your Debts without Mony? Will they ſhut vp the Mouths 


of your Creditors? Will Plats. be Bail tor ycu? Or Diogenes, 


becauſe he underſtands Confinement, and liv'd in a Tub, 


go to Priſon for you? *Slife, Sir, what do you mean, to 


mew your ſelf up here with three or four muſty Books, 
in Commendation of Starving and Poverty? 
Val. Why, Sirrab, I bave no Mony, you know it; and 


therefore reſolve to rail at all that have: And in that I but 


follow the Examples of the wiſeſt and wittieſt Men in all 
Ages; theſe Poets and Philoſophers whom you naturally 
hate, for juſt ſuch another Reaſon 3 becauſe they abound 
in Senic, and you are a Fool. 

Fere. An. Sir, I am a Fool, weit: And yet, 
Heav'n help me, I'm poor enough a Wit — But 
I' was-always a'Fool, when I told yout;yhat your Ex- 
pences would bring you to; your Coachawand your Live- 
ries; your Treats and your Balls; your being in Love 
with a Lady, that did not care a Farthing fox you in your 
Proſperity ; and keeping Company with Wirs, that car'd 
for nothing but your Proſperity; and now when you are 
poor, hate you as much as they do one another. 

Val. Well; and now I am poor, I have an Opportunity 
to be reveng'd on them ail; I pur ſue Angelica with more 
Love than ever, and appear more notoriouſly her Admirer 
in this Reſtraint, than when I openly rival'd the rich 
Fops, that made Court to her; fo ſhall my Poverty be a 
Mortification to her Pride, and perhaps, make her com- 
peſſionate the Love, which has principally reduc'd me to 
this lowneſs of Fortune, And tor the Wits, I'm ſure L 
am in a Condition to be even with them 
Fee. Nay, your Condition is pretty even with theirs, 
that's the truth ont. FT, 

Val. Lu take ſome of their Trade out of their Hands. 


Ter. 
* 
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Fer. Now Heav'n of Mercy continue the Tax upon 
Paper; you don't mean to write! : 
Val. Ves, 1 do; I'll write a Play. 
| e. Hem! —— Sir, if you pleaſe to give me a ſmall 
Certificate of three Lines — only to certify thoſe whom 
it may concern; That the Bearer hereof, Feremy Fetch by 
Name, has for the Space of ſev'n Years truly and faith» . 
fully ferv'd Valentine Legend, Eſq; and that he is not now - 
* turn'd away for any Miidemeanour; but does voluntarily 
diſmiſs his Maſter from any future Authority over him — 
Val. No, Sirrah, you ſhall live with me ſtill, 
Fere. Sir, it's ippoflible — I may die with you, ſtarre 
with you, or be damn'd with your Works: But to live, . 
even three Days, the Life of a Play, I. no more expect it, 
than to be canoniz'd for a Muſe, after my Deceaſe. 
Val. You are witty, you Rogue, I ſhall want your 
Help; — Vil bave you learn to make Couplers, to tag 
the ends of Acts: D'ye hear, get the Maids to Crambo in 
an Evening, and learn the knack of Rhiming, you may 
arrive at the height of a Sopg, ſent by an unknown Hand, 
or a Chocolate-Houſe Lampoon, 1 
Fere. But Six, is this the way to recover your Father's 
Favour? Why Sir Sampſon will be irreconcilable, If your 
younger Brother ſhou'd come from Sea, he'd never look 
upon you again. You're undone, Sir; you're ruin'd ; 
you won't have a Friend left ia the World, if you turn 
Poet. Ah Pox confound that Will's Coffee-Houſe, it 
has ruin'd more young Men than the Royal Oak Lottery 
Nothing thrives that belongs to't. The Man of the 
Houſe would have been an Alderman by this time with 
halt the Trade, if he had ſet up in the City — For my 
part, I never fit at the Door, that I don't get double the 
Stomach that I do at a Horſe Race. The Air upon Ban- 
ſlead Downs is nothing to it for a Whetter; yet I neyer _ 
ſee ir, but the Spirit of Famine appears to me, ſometimes. 
like a decay'd Porter, worn out with Pimping, and carry- 
ing Billet doux and Songs; not like other Porters for Hire, 
but for the Jeſt's fake. Now like a thin Chairman, melted” 
"down to half his Proportion, with carrying a Poet upon 
Tick, to viſit ſome great Fortune; and his Fare to 4 
pa 
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paid him like the Wages of Sin, cither at the Day of Mar- 
riage, or the Day of Death. | 
Val. Very well, Sir; can you proceed? 
Fere. Sometimes like a bilk'd Bookſeller, with a meagre 
terrify'd Countenance, that looks as if he had written for 
himſelf, or were reſoly'd to turn Author, and bring the 
reſt of his Brethren into the ſime Condition. And laſtiy, 
in the Forny of a worn-out Punk, with Verſes in her 
Hand, which her Vanity had prefer'd to Settlements, 
without a whole Tatter to her Tail, but as ragged as one 
of the Muſes; or as if ſhe were carrying her Linen to 
the Paper-Mill, to be converted into Folio Books, of | 
Warning to all young Maids, not to prefer Poetry to good 
Senſe; or lying in the Arms of a needy Wit, before the 
Embraces of a wealthy Fool. 0 


SCENE IL 


Valentine, Scandal, Jeremy. 
Scan. What, Jeremy holding forth? 
Val. The Rogue has (with all the Wit he could muſter 
up) been declaiming again ft Wit. a 
Scan. Ay? Why then I'm afraid Feremy has on For 
where-ever it is, it's always contriving its own-Ruin, 
 Fere, Why ſo | have been telling my Mafter, Sir: Mr. 
Scandal, for Heav'ns fake, Sir, try if you can diſſuade him 
from turning Poet, | 

Scan. Poet! He ſhall turn Soldier firſt, and rather de- 
pend upon the Outfide of his Head, than the Lining. 
Why, what the Devil has not your Poverty made you 
Enemies enough? Muſt you needs ſhew your Wit to get 
more? 4 

Fere. Ay, more indeed: for who cares for any Body 
that has more Wit than himſelf? : 

Scan. Feremy ſpeaks like an Oracle. Don't you ſee how- 
worthleſs great Men, and dull rich Rogues, avoid a witty - 
Man of ſmall Fortune? Why, he looks like a Writ of 


miſſion'd by Heaven to ſeize the better halt. | 
Val. Therefore 1 would rail in my Writings, and be- 
xycng'd.. n ag 
Scan. 


Enquiry into their Titles and Eſtates; and ſeems Com- | | 


1 


0 
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Soan. Rail? At whom? the whole World? Impotent 


Sand vain! Who would die a Martyr to Senſe in a Country 


Svhere the Religion is Folly? You may ſtand at Bay for a 
while; but when the full Cry is againſt you, you ſhan't 

have fair play for your Life. If you can't be fairly run 
down by the Hounds, you will be treacherouſly ſhot by 
the Huntſmen. No, turn Pimp, Flatterer, Quack, 
Lawyer, Parſon, be Chaplain to an Atheiſt, or Stallion to 


an old Woman, any thing but Poet; a Modern Poet is 


vorſe, more ſervile, timorous, and fawaing, than any 
] have nam'd: without you could retrieve the Ancient 
Honours of the Name, recall the Stage of Athens, aud be 


7 allow'd the Force ef open honeſt Satire. 


Val. You are as inveterate againſt our Poets, as if your 


Character had been lately expos d upon the Stage. — Nay, 
11 am not violently bent upon the Trade, — [One Knocks, ]. 


Jeremy, ſee who's there. | Jer. goes to the Door.) But tell 


me what you would haye me do? — What-do the World 


lay of me, and my forc'd Confinement 
Scan. The World behaves it ſelf, as it uſes to ds on ſuch 
Occaſions; ſome pity you, and condemn your Father: 
Others excuſe him, and blame you; only the Ladies are 
merciful, and wifh you well: ſince Love and Pleaſurable 
Expence, have been your greateſt Faulte, 
Val. How now? 
Ferre. Nothing newe, Sir; I have diſpatch'd ſome half a 
Dozen Duns with as much Dexterity, as a hungry Judge 
does Cauſes at Dinner-t1me, 
val. What Anſwer have you giv'n em? 
Scan. Patience, I ſuppoſe, the old Receipt. 
* Fere. No, faith Sir; I have put em off ſo long with 
Patience and Forbearance, and other fair Words; that I. 


| | was forc'd now to tell 'em in plain dowaright Engliſh = 


Val. What? 

Fere, That they ſhould be paid. 
Val. When? © 

Fere, To Morrow. 


. And how the Devil do you mean to keep your 


% 
bo 


Word? | 
Fere. Keep it? Not at all; it has been fo very much 
Rretch'd, that I reckon it will break of courſe by to Mor- 
| | I10W, 
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row, and no body be ſurpriz d at the Matter [Knocking] : 

— Again! Sir, if you don't like my Negotiation, Will 

you be pleas d to anſwer theſe your ſelf. | i 
Val. Sce who they are. 


SCENE III. 


Valentine, Scandal. | 
By this, Scandal, you may ſee what it is to be great; 
Secretaries of State, Preſidents of the Council, and Gene- 
rals of an Army lead juſt ſuch a Life as Ido; have juſt 
ſuch Crowds of Viſitants in a Morning, all ſoliciting of 
& Promiſes; which are but a civiler ſort of Duns, that 
— claim to voluntary Debts. | 
Scan. And you, like a true great Man, having engaged 
their Attendance, and promis'd more than ever you in- 
tended to perform; are more perplex'd to find Evaſions, 
than you would be to invent the honeſt Means of keeping 
your Word, and gratifying your Creditors. 4 
Val. Scandal, learn to ſpare your Friends, and do not 
provoke your Enemies; this Liberty of your Tongue, 
will one Day bring a Confinement oa your Body, my 


Friend. _m 
SCENE IV. 


= Valentine, Scandal, Jeremy. | 

Fere, O Sir, there's Trapland the Scrivener, with tw | 
ſoipicious Fellows like lawful Pads, that would knock a 
Man down with Pocket-Tipſtayes, —— And there's your 
Father's Steward, and the Nurſe with one of your Chil- 
dren from Iwitnam. 

Val. Pox on her, cou'd ſhe find no other time to flin 
my Sins in my Face: Here, give her this, [Gives Mony. 
and bid her trouble me no more; a thoughtleſs two } © 
handed Whore, ſhe knows 'my Condition well enough, } 
and might have overlaid the Child a Fortnight ago, if ſhe 7 
had had any forecaſt in her. | =& 

Scan. What, is it bouncing Margery, with my Godſon?? 3 

Tere. Yes, Sir. : 1 y4 
Scan. My Bleſſing to the Boy, with this Token [Ge in « 
Mony. ] of my Love. And d'ye hear, bid Margery: put BY © 


| yor 


1˙ 
Ly 


to 


more 
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more Flocks in her Bed, ſhift twice a Week, and not 
g.] work ſo hard, that ſhe may not ſmell ſo vigorouſly, — 
vill I ſhall take the Air ſhortly. 
3 Pal. Scandal, don't ſpoil my Boy's Milk: — Bid Trap- 
land come in. If I can give that Cerberus a Sop, I ſhall + 
be at reſt for one Day. | 
| SG EN E V. 
Valentine, Scandal, Trapland, Jeremy. 


at; Val. O Mr. Trapland! my old Friend! Welcome. Fere- 

ne- my, a Chair quickly: A Bottle of Sack and a Toaſt —— 

uſt } fly ——a Chair firſt. ; 

of Trap. A good Morning to you Mr. Valentine, and to 

hat you Mr. Scandal. | ; 
Sean. The Morning's a very good Morning, if you 

ged don't ſpail it. 

in. Pal. Come fit you down, you know his way. 


| Trap. [ fits. ] There is a Debt, Mr. Valentine, of 1500 l. 
of pretty long ſtanding ——— | 
Pal. I cannot talk about Buſineſs with a thirſty Palate. 
—— Firrah, the Sack. 
ue; Trap. And I defire to know what Courſe you have 
my taken for the Payment? ; 
* Val, Faith and Troth, I am heartily glad to ſee you, 
my Service to you, — fill, fill, to honeſt Mr. Trap» 
= land, fuller, , 
' Trap, Hold, Sweet-heart, —— This is not to our Zuſi- 
wo 7 neſs: — my Service to you Mr, Scandal — | Drinks. ] — + 
ka I have forborn as long 
our? Val. Tother Glaſs, and then well talk. Fill, Jeremy. 
hil- Trap. No more, in truth. — I have forborn, I fay—— 
Pal. Sirrah, fill when I bid you. — And how does 
ing your handſom Daughter? — Come, a good Husband 
my to her, Drinks. 
wo | Trop. Thank you — I have been out of this Mony 
gb, Pal. Drink firſt. Scandal, why do you not drink? 
the [ [ They drink. 
| Trap. And in ſhort, Jean be put off no longer. 
on? f Pal. I was much oblig'd to you for your Supply: It 
did me Signal Service in my Neceſſity. But you delight 
des in doing good. Scandal, drink to me, my Friend 1 * , 
"By: 4 
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land's Health. An honeſter Man lives not, nor one more 
ready to ſerve his Friend in Diſtreſs: Tho I ſay it. to his 
Face, Come fill each Man his Glaſs. | 

Scan. What, I know Trapland has been a Whoremaſter, 
and loves a Wench ſtill. You never knew a Whoremaſter, 
that was not an honeſt Fellow. 

Trap. Fy, Mr. Scandal, you never knew ———» 

Scan. What don't I know? —— | know the Buxom 


black Widow in the Poultry —— 800 l. a Year Jointure, 


and 2000 l. in Mony. Ahah! Old Trap. 

Val. Say you fo, i'faith: Come, we'll remember the 
Widow: I know whereabouts you are; Come, to the 
Widow | 

Trap. No mere indeed. 


Pal. What, the Widow's Heakh; give it him — off 
with it: TThey drink.] A lovely Girl, Pfaith, black ſpark- 


ling Eyes, fott pouring Ruby-Lips? better ſealing there, 
than a Bund — hah! on 
Trap. No; no, there's no ſuch-thing, we'd better mind 
our Bufineſs You're a Wag. 
Pal. No faith, we'll mind the Widow's Bufineſs, fill 
again —— Pretty round heaving Breaſts, — a Barb 
Shape, and a Jut with her Bum, would ſtir an Anchoret: 
And the prettieſt Foot! Oh if a Man could but faſten his 
Eyes to her Feet, as they ſteal in and our, and play at 
Bo- peep under her Petticoats, ah! Mr. Trapland ? 
Trap. Verily, give me a Glaſs —— you're a Wag. 
and here's to the Widow. [ Drinks. 
Scan. He begins to Chuckle;———ply him cloſe, or be'll 
relapſe into a Dun. 
SC ENA VI. 
4 [To them] Officer. | 
Offi. By your Leave, Gentlemen. Mr. Trapland, if 
we mult do our Office, tell us. We bave half a dozen 
Gentlemen to Arreſt in Pall- Mall and Covent-Garden; and 
if we don't make haſte, the Chairmen will be abroad, 
and block up the Chocolate-Houſes, and then our Ba- 
hour's loſt. | 
Trap. Udo that's true, Mr. Valentine, I love Mirth, but 
Bufineſs-muſt be done, are you ready to 


Jos 
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> F -Fere. Sir, your Father's Steward ſays he comes to make 
Propoſals concerning your Debts. | 

Val. Bid him come in: "Mr. Trapland, ſend away your 
Officer, you ſhall have an Anſwer preſently. 
Trap. Mr. Snap, ſtay within Call. 


ö Sn 
| > Valentine, Scandal, Trapland, Jeremy, Steward who whifa 


pers Valentine. | 

Scan. Here's a Dog now, a Traitor in his Wine; Sirrahs 
refund the Sack: Feremy fetch him ſome warm Water, 
or Vil rip. up his Stomach, and go the ſhorteſt way to 
his Conſcience. p 

PE Mr. Scandal, you are uncivil; I did not value 
your Sack; but you cannot expect it again, when I have 
drunk it. 

Scan, And how do you expect to have your Mony a- 
gain, when a Gentleman has ſpent it? 
2 Pal Vou need fay no more, I underſtand the Conditi- 
ons; they are very · hard, but my Neceſſity is very preſ- 
ſing: I agree to em. Take Mr. Trapland with you, and 
let him draw the Writing -— Mr. Trapland, you know 
this Men, he ſhall ſatisfy you. | 
: by Sincerely, I am loth to be thus preſſing, but my 
Nece 1 5 | 
Fl No Apology, good Mr. Scrivener, you ſhall ba 
| 


Trap. | hope you forgive me, my Buſineſs requires— 
S CEN E VIII. 


Valentine, Scandal. 


Scan. He begs Pardon like a Hangman at an Executions 
Val. But I have got a Reprieve. 

Scan. I am ſurpriz d; what, does your Father relent ? 
Val. No; He has ſent me the hardeſt Conditions in the: 
World: Lou have heard of a Booby-Brother of mine, that 
was lent to Sea three Years ago? This Brother, my Fa- 
ther hears, is landed; whereupon be very affeQtionately. 
ſends me Word; If I will make a Deed of Conveyance- 
ef my Right to bis Eſtate after his Death, to my young- . 

6 5 cr 


e. : 


— j fry „ * 


preſent Impatience of my Creditors for their Mony, and 


be gives you the Marks cf her Perſon: He will forſwear 
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er Brother, he will immediately furniſh me with four 
thouſand Pound te pay my Debts, and make my Fortune. 
This was once propos d before, and I refus'd it; but the 


my own Impatience of Confinement, and Abſence from 

Angelica, force me to conſent. | | 

Sean, A very deſperate Demonſtration of your Love to 

Angelica: And I think ſhe has never given you any Aſſu - 

rance of hers. | | 
Val. You know her Temper ; the never gare me any | 


great Reaſon either for Hope or Deſpair. 


Scan. Women of her airy Temper, as they ſeldom 
think before they act, ſo they rarely give us any Light to 


gueſs at what they mean: But you have little Reaſon to 


elieve that a Woman of this Age, who has had an In- : 
difference for you in your Proſperity, will fall in Love 
with your ill Fortune; beſides, Angelica has a great For- 


tune of her own; and great Fortunes either another 
great Fortune, or a Fool. 
S GENE 1X. 'K 
[To them] Jeremy. a h 
Fere. More Misfortunes, Sir. | 
Val. What, another Dun? # fc 
Fere. No, Sir, but Mr. Tattle is come to wait upon » 
you. 


Pal. Well, I can't help it. you moſt bring his o 
up; he knows I don't go abroad. + is 
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| Valentine, Scandal, 
Stan. Pox on him, Il be gone. | | 
Val. No, pr'ythee ſtay : Tatile and you ſhould never be He 
aſunder; you are Light and Shadow, and ſhew one and- 8 
ther; he is · perſectly thy Reverſe both in Humour and 
Underſtanding and as you fet up for Defamation, be is 3 
mender of Reputations. _ 
Scan. A mender of Reputations! ay, juſt as he is 2 
keeper of Secrets, another Virtue that he ſets up for in 
the ſame manner. For the Rogue will ſpeak aloud in the 
Poſture of a Whiſper; and deny a Woman's Name, while 


receiving 
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receiving a Letter from her, and at the ſame time ſhew 
ou her Hand in the Superſcription :* And yet perhaps he 
E. counter feited the Hand too, and ſworn to a Truth; 
but he hopes not to be believ d; and refuſes the Reputation of 
a Lady's Favour, as a Poctor ſays, No, to a Biſhoprick, 
only that it may be granted him.— In ſhort, he is a 


blick Profeſſor of Secrecy, and makes Proclamation that 
be holds private Intelligen ce.—— He's here. 


[To them] Tattle. 
Tatt. Valentine, good Morrow; Scandal, I am Tours,. 
That is, when you ſpeak well of me. e 
Scan. That is, when I am Yours; for while I am my 
own, or any Body's elſe, that will never happen, 
Tatt, How Inhuman'! | | 
Val. Why, Tattle, you need not be much concern'd at 
* any thing that he ſays: For to converſe with Scandal, is 
to play at Loſing Loadum; you muſt loſe a good Name to 
him, before you can win it for your ſelf, 
Tatt. But how barbarous that is, and how unfortunate 
for him, that the World ſhall think the better of any Perſon 
by for his Calumniation I thank Heay'n, it has always 
deen a part of my Character, to handle the Reputations 
of others very tenderly indeed 

Scan. Ay, ſuch rotten Reputations as you have to deal 

with, are to be handV'd tenderly indeed. 

3 Tat. Nay, but why rotten? Why ſhould you ſay rotten, 
= when you know not the Perfons of whom you ſpeak? 
How cruel that is? F 

Scan. Not know em? Why, thou never hadſt to do 
with any body that did not ſtink to all the Town, 

. Tait, Ha, ha, ha; nay, now{you make a Jeſt ofit indeed. 
For there is nothing more known; than that no Body 
knows anything of that Nature of me. As I hope to be 
3 fav'd, Valentine, I never expo#'d a Woman, ſince I knew 
what Woman was, * 

Val. And yet you have convers'd with ſeveral. 

Tait. To with you, I have I don't care if I 
own that——Nay more (I'm going to ſay a bold Word 
now) I never could meddle with a Woman, that had to do 
with any, Body elſe N Sean 


— — _ —— 
—— — — _ — — * 
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Scan. How! a 
- Val. Nay faith, I'm apt to believe him Except her 
Husband, Tattle. 5 

Tatt. Oh that — 

Scan. What think you of that noble Commoner 
Mrs. Dra6? 1 | | 
Tutte. Pooh, I know Madam Drab has made her Brags 
in three or four Places, that I ſaid this and that, and writ 
to her, and did I know not what — But, upon my Re- 
putation, ſhe did me wrong ——— Well, well, that was 
Malice — But I know the bottom of it. She was brib'd 
to that by one we all know) A Man too. Only to 
bring me into Diſgrace with a certdla Woman of Qua- 
ty — 

pn Whom we all know. 
Tatt. No matter for that Yes, yes, every body 


knows No doubt on't, every body knows my Secrets 
hut I ſoon ſatisfy'd the Lady of my Innocence 
for I told her Madam, ſays I, there are ſome per- 
ſons who make it their Buſnel. to tell Stories, and ſay 


this and that of one and t'orher, and every thing in the 
World; and, fays I, if your Graco 


Scan, Grace! | | 
Tatt, O Lord, what have I faid? My unlucky Tongue! 


Val. Ha, ha, ha. 


* 


Scan. Why, Tatile, thou haſt more Impudence than one 


ean in Reaſon expect: I ſhall have an Eſteem for thee, 


well, and ha, ha, ha, well, go on, and what did you ſay '' 


to her Grace? 
Val. I confeſs this is ſomething extraordinary, 


Tatt. Not a Word, as I hope tobe ſav d; an errant Lap- 
ſus Lingua Come, let's talk of ſomething elſe, 
Val. Well, but how did you equi your ſelf? 


Tait, Pooh, pooh, nothing at all, I only rally'd with | 
you——a Woman of ordinary Rank was a little jealous 


of me, and 1 told her ſomething or other, faith- I 


know not what Come, let's talk of ſomething elſe. 


Hum a Seng. 


- © Sean. Hang him, let him alone, he has a mind we 
ould enquire, | 


Tam 


L 


ber 


—_ —_ 
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Tut. Valentine, I Supp'd laſt Night with your Miſtreſs, 
and her Uncle Old Foreſight: I think your Father lies at 
Foreſighi's. 


Vat. Yes. 
Nut Upon my Soul Angelica's a fine Woman And 


fo is Mrs. Foreſight, and her Siſter Mrs. Frail. 

Scan. Yes, Mrs. Frail is a very fine Woman, ve all 
know her. 

Tatt. Oh that is not fair. 

Scan, What? 

Tutt. To tell. 7 

Sean, To tell what? Why, what do you know of Mrs 
Frail? | 

Tait, Who I? Upon Honour J don't know whether 
ſie be Man or Woman; but by the Smoothneſs of her 
Chin, and Roundneſs of her Hips. 

Scan. No! 

Tatt, No. 

Scan. She ſays otherwiſe? 

Tatt. Impoſſible! = 

Scan. Yes Faith. Ask Valentine elſe. 

Tatt, Why then, as I hope to be ſav d, I believe a Wo- 
man only oblipes a Man to Secrecy, that ſhe may haye the 
Pleaſure of telling her ſelf, | 

Scan. No doubt on't, Well, but has ſhe done you 
Wrong, or no? You have had her? Ha? | 

Tatt. Tho' I have more Honour than to tell firſt; I 
have more Manners than to contradict what a Lady has 
declar'd, | 

Scan, Well, you own it? 

Tatt, I am ſtrangely ſurpriz'd! Yes, yes, I can't deny't, 
if ſhe taxes me with it. 
Scan, She'll be here by and by, ſhe ſees Valentine every 
Morning. | * 

Tatt. How! | | Sa. 

Val. She does me the Fayour—1 mean of a Vilit ſome- 


- 


times. I did not think ſhe had granted more to any body. 


Scan. Nor I faith—— But Tatzle does not uſe to bely a 


Lady; it is contrary to his Character Ho one may 


ber deceivd in a Woman, Valentine? 
Tati. Nay, what do you mean, Gentlemen? ; 
* Scan 


mall loſe my Reputation of Secrecy for ever I ſhall ne- 


Fal. Scandal, have pity on him; hell yield to any Con- 
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Scan. I'm refolv'd l' ask her. | 

Tatt. O barbarous! Why did you not tell m 

Scan. No, you told us. 

Tat. And bid me ask Valentine? 

Val. What did I ſay? I hope you won't bring me to 
confeſs an Anſwer, when you never ask'd me the Queſ- 
tien? | | | 

Tatt. But, Gentlemen, this is the moſt inhuman Pro- 
ceeding—— | 

Val. Nay, if you have known Scandal: thus long, and 
cannot avoid ſuch a palpable Decoy as this was; the La- 

dics have a fine time, whoſe Reputitions are in your 


keeping. 

S EN E XII. 
oe [To them) Jeremy, 
Fere. Sir, Mrs. Frail has ſeat to know if you are ſtir- 
ring. | 

Pal. Shew ber up when ſhe comes. 
S CEN E XIII. 
Val. You'll — her. 


Tut. Is there not a back way? | 
Val. If there were, you have more Diſcretion, than tos 


give Scandal ſuch an Advantage; why, your running a- 
way will prove all that he can tell her, 
Tat. Scandal, you will not be ſo ungenerous— O, I 


7 2 


ver be receiv'd but upon publick Days; and my Viſits | 
will never be admitted beyond a Drawing-Room: I ſhall 

never ſee a Bed- Chamber again, never be lock'd in a 
Cloſet, nor run behind a Screen, or under a Table; never 
be diſtinguiſh'd among the Waiting - Women by the Name 

of Truſty Mr. Taitle more You will not be ſo cruel. 


Tat. Any, any Terms. | | 
Scan. Come then, facrifice balf a Dozen Women of 
good Reputation to me preſentiy Come, where arc 


you 
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you familiar ?— And fee that they are Women of Qui lity 
too, the firſt Quality 
Tat. Tis very hard Won't a Baronet's Lady pals? 
Scan. No, nothing under a Right Honourable, 
Tatt. O ichuman! You don't expect their Names. 
Scan. No, their Titles ſhall ſerve. 
Tatt. Alas, that's the ſame thing: Pray ſpare me their 

Titles; I'll deſcribe their Perſons. 

Scan Well, begin then: But take notice, if you are fo 
| W ill a Painter, that I cannot know the Perſon by your 
4 Picture of her, you muſt be condemn'd, like other bad 
c Painters, to write the Name at the Bottom. | 
| Tat, Well, firſt then 


SEN. 


[To them] Mrs. Frail. 


fo Tat. O unfortunate! ſhe's come already; will you have 
Patience till another time I'll double the Number. 
Scan. Well, on that Condition — Take heed you don't 
fail me. | 
Mrs, Frail. I ſhall get a fine Reputation, by coming to 
ſee Fellows in a Morning. Scandal, you Devil, are you 
here too? Oh Mr. Taztle, every thing is ſafe with you, 


wee know. 

N Scan. Tattle. 
oe > Tait, Mum-—O Madam, you do me tao much Ho- 
a- © nour, | | 

Val, Well Lady Galloper, how does Angelica? 

q | Mrs, Frail. Angelica? Manners! 
je- val. What, you will allow an abſent Love 
Its | Mrs. Frail, No, I'll allow a Lover preſent. with his 
all | Miſtreſs to be particular—— But otherwiſe I think bis 
T Paſſion ought to give place to his Manners. 5 
er Val. But what if he has more Paſſion than Manners? 
me Mrs. Frail. Then let him marry and reform. 
. - Val. Marriage indeed may qualify the Fury of his Paſſi- 
n- on, but it very rarely mends a Man's Manners. 


Mrs. Frail. You are the moſt miſtaken in the World; 
| there is ao Creature perfectly civil, bur a Husband, For 
of in a little time he grows only rude to his Wife, and that 
Ire is, the higheſt good * for it begets his Civility 


Ju | | | to 
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to other People, Well, I'll tell you News; but I ſuppoſe 


ou hear your Brother Benjamin is landed. And my Bro- 
ther Foreſight's Daughter is come out of the Country—- 
J aſſure you, there's a Match ralk'd of by the old People 
Wel, if he be but as great a Sea- Beaſt, as ſhe is a 
Land-Monſter, we ſhall have a moſt amphibious Breed 
The Progeny will be all Otters: He has been bred at 
Sea, and ſhe has never been out of the Country. 
Pal. Pox take em, their Conjunction bodes me no 
good, I'm fare, | 

Mrs, Frail. Now you talk of Conjunction, my Bro- 
ther Fore/ight has caſt both their Nativities, and Progno- 
ſtica'es an Admiral and an eminent Juſtice of the Peace 
to be the Iſſue- Male of their two Bodies; tis the moſt 
ſuperſtitious old Fool! He would have perſuaded me, that 
this was an unlucky Day, and wou'd not let me come 
abroad: But I invented a Dream, and ſent him to Ar. 
temidorus for Interpretation, and ſo ſtole out to fee you. 
Well, and what will you give me now? Come, I muſt 
have ſomething. 

Val. Step into the next Room—and II give you ſome- 
thing. | 
nM Ay, we'll all pive you ſomething. 

Mrs. Frail. Well, what will you all give me? 

Val. Mine's a Secret, 

Mrs. Frail. I thought you would pive me ſomething, 
that would be a Trouble to you to keep. 

Val. And Scandal ſhall give you a good Name, 
Mrs. Frail. That's more than he has for himſelf, And 

what will you give me, Mr. Turtle? 

Tatt. I? My Soul, Madam. 

Mrs. Frail, Pooh, No I thank you, I have enough to 
do to take care of my own, Well; but Ill come and ſee 
you one cf theſe Mornings: I hear you have a great ma- 


ny Pictures. 


Tatt. I have à pretty good Collection at your Service, 


ſome Originals. 
San. Hang him, he has nothing but the Seaſons and 


the Twelve Ceſars, paltry Copies; and the Five Senſes, as 
ill repreſented as they are in himſelf; and he himſelf is the 


only Original you will fee there. 
| Mrs. Frail. 


POADSY 


- 
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Mrs. Frail. Ay, but I hear he has a Cloſet of Beauties. 
Scan. Yes, all that have done him Favours, if you will 
believe him. 

Mrs, Frail. Ay, let me ſee thoſe, Mr, Tatele. 

Tatt. Oh Madam, thoſe are facred to Love and Con- 
templation, No Man but the Painter and my ſelf was 
ever bleſt with the Sight. 

Mrs, Frail. Well, but a Woman 

Tatt. Nor Woman, *till ſhe conſented to have her Pic- 
ture there too — for then ſhe's oblig d to keep t he Secret; 

Scan. No, no; come to me if you'd ſee Pictures. 

Mrs. Frail. You? 

Scan, Yes Faith, I can ſhew you your own Picture, 
and moſt of your Acquaintance to the Life, and as like 
as at Kneller's, 

Mrs, Frail. O lying Creature alentine, does not helye? 
I can't believe a Word he ſays. | | 

Val. No indeed, he ſpeaks truth now: For as Tattle has 
Pictures of all that have granted him Favours, be has 
the Pictures of all that have refus'd him: If Satires, Deſ- 
criptions, Characters, and Lampoons are Pictures. ö 

Scan, Yes, mine ere moſt in black and white. And yet 
there are ſome ſet out in their true Colours, both Menand 
Women, I can ſhew you Pride, Folly, Affectation, Wan- 
tonneſs, Iuconſtancy, Covetouſneſs, Diſſimulation, Ma- 
lice and Ignorance, all in one Piece. Then I can ſhew 
you Lying, Foppery, Vanity, Cowardiſe, Bragging, Le- 
chery, Impoteace and Uglineſs in another Piece; and yet 
one of theſe is a celebrated Beauty, and t other a proteſt 
Beau. I have Paintings too, ſome pleaſant enough, _ 

Mrs. Frail. Come, let's hear em. © 

Scan. Why, I have a Beau in a Bagnio, Cupping for a 
Complexion, and Sweating for a Shape, | £ 

Mrs, Frail, So. | 

Scan, Then 1 have a Lady burning Brandy in a Cellar 
with a Hackney-Coachman. ; h 

Mrs, Frail. O Devil! Well, but that Story is not true. 

Scan, I have ſome Hieroglyphicks too; I have a Law- 
yer witha hundred Hands, two Heads, and but one Face; 
a Divine with two Faces, and one Head; and I have 4 
Soldier with his Brains in bis Belly, and his Heart where 
his Head ſhou'd be. B 2 Mrs. Frail, 
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Mrs. Frail. And no Head? 

Scan. No Head. 

Mts. Frail, Pooh, this is all Invention. Have you ne'er 
2 Poet? | 

Scan. Yes, I have a Poet weighing Words, and ſelling 
Praiſe for Praiſe, and a Critick picking his Pocket. I 
bave another large Piece too, repreſenting a School; 
where there are huge proportion'd Criticks, with long 
Wiggs, Lac'd Coats, Stemkirk Cravats, and terrible Faces ; 
with Cat-calls in their Hands, and Horn-Books about their 


Necks. I have many more of this kind, very well pain- 


ted, as you ſhall ſee, 

Mrs. Frail, Well, I'll come, if it be but to diſprove 
you; | 

$S CEN EE XV. 
[Ty them] jeremy. 
ere. Sir, here's the Steward again from your Father. 

Val. Pl] come to him will you give me Leave, I'I 
wait on you again preſently, 

Mrs. Frail. No, I'll be gone. Come, who Squires me 
to the Exchange, I muſt call my Siſter Fore/ight there ? 

Scan. I will: I have a Mind to your Siſter, 

Mrs. Frail. Civil! | 
Lat. I will becauſe I have a Tendre for your Ladyſhip 

Mrs. Frail, That's ſomewhat the better Reaſon, to my 
Opinion. 

Scan, Well, if Tattle entertains you, I have the better 
Opportunity to engage your Siſter, 

Val. Tell Angelica, I am about making hard Conditions 
to come abroad, and be at Liberty to ſee her, 
Scan. [ll give an Account of you, and your Proceed. 
ings. If Indiſcretion be a Sign of Love, you are the moſt 
a Lover of any Body that I know: You fanſy that part- 
ing with your Eftate, will help you to your Miſtreſs —— 
In my Mind he is a Thoughtleſs Adventurer, ' 
Who hopes to purchaſe Wealth, by ſelling Land; 

Cr win a Miſtreſs, with a loſing Hand, 
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ACT IL SCENE L 
A Room in Foreſight's Houſe. 


Foreſight and Servant. 


Fore. EY day! What, are all the Women of my 
Family abroad? Is not my Wife come home? 
Nor my Sifter, nor my Daughter? 

Serv, No, Sir. 

Fore, Mercy on us, what can be the meaning of it? 
Sure the Moon is in all her Fortitudes; Is my Niece An- 
gelica at home? 

Serv. Yes, Sir. 

Fiore. | believe you lye, Sir, 

Serv. Sir? 

Fore. I ſay you lye, Sir. It is impoſſible that any thing 
ſhould be as I would have it; for I was born, Sir, when 
the Crab was aſcending, and all my Affairs go backward, 

Serv, | can't tell indeed, Sir. | 
F Fore. No, I know you can't, Sir: But I can tell, and 
foretell, Sir. 


S$ CENE 


[To them] Nurſe, 


Fore. Nurſe, where's your young Miſtreſs? 

Nurſe, Wee'lt heart, I know not, they're none of em 
come home yet: Poor Child, I warrant ſhe's fond o'fceing 
the Town —— Marry, pray Heay'n they ha'given her any 
Dinner — Good lack-a-day, ha, ha, ha, O ſtrange; Ill 
vow and ſwear now, ha, ha, ha, marry and did you ever 
ſee the like! 

Fore, Why how now, what's the Matter ? 

Nurſe, Pray Heav'n ſend your Worſhip good Luck, 
Marry and Amen with all my Heart, for you have pur 
on one Stocking with the wrong fide outward, 

Fore, Ha, how? Faith and troth I'm glad of it, and ſo 
I have, that may be good Luck in troth, in troth it 
may, very good Luck: Nay I have had ſome Omens: I 
got out of Bed backwards too this Morning, without 

B 3 | Pre medi- 
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Premeditation; pretty good that too; but then I ſtumbled 
comingdown Stairs, and met a Weaſel; bad Omens thoſe: 
Some bad, ſome good, our Lives arechecquer'd: Mirth and 
Sorrow, Want and Plenty, Night and Day, make up our 
Time — But in troth I am pleas'd at my Stocking; very 
well pleas'd at my Stocking Oh here's my Niece! — 
Sirrah, go tell Sir Sampſon Legend Tl wait on him if he's 
at le ĩſure.— tis now three a Clock, a very goed Hour 
for Buſineſs, Mercury governs this Hour. | 


e 


Angelica, Foreſight, Nurſe. 

Ang, Is it not a good Hour for Pleaſure too, Uncle? 
pray lend me your Coach, mine's out of Order. 

Fore. What, wou'd you be gadding too? Sure all Females 
are mad to day It is of evil Portent, and bodes Miſchief 
to the Maſter of a Family — I remember an old Propheſy 
written by Meſſahalah the Arabian, and thus tranſlated by 
a Reverend Buckinghamſhire Bard. #73 Rp 


hen Houſewife: all the Houſe forſake, > 

And have good Man id Brem and Bake, 

Withouten Guile, then be it ſaid, 

That Houſe doth ſtond a pon its Head; 

And when the Head is ſet in Grond, 

Ne marl, if it be fruit ful fond. 

Fruitfo!, the Head fruitful, that bodes Horns; the Fruit 
of the Head is Horns — Dear Niece, ſtay at home For 
by the Head of the Houſe is meant the Husband; the Pro- 
þheſy needs no Explanation. 

Avg. Well, but I can neither make you a Cuckold, Un- 
cle, by going abroad; nor ſecure you from being one, by 
ſtaying at home. i 

Fore. Yes, yes; while there's one Woman left, the Pro- 
phety is not in full Force. | 

Ang. But my Inclinations are in force; 1 have a mind 
to go abroad; and if you won't lend me your Coach, Pll 


take a Hackney, or a Chair, and leave you to erect a 


Scheme, and find who's in Con junction with your Wife. 

Why don't you keep her at home, if you're Jealous of 

her When ſhe's abroad? You know my Aunt is a little 
; Retro 


r 
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Practices; you and the Old Nurſe there 
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- Retrograde (as you call it) in her Nature. Uncle, I'm a- 


fraid you are not Lord of the Aſcendant, ha, ha, ha. 

Fore. Well, Jill-Alirt, you are very pert——and always 
ridiculing that celeſtial Science. 

Ang Nay Uncle, don't be angry lf you are, I'll reap 
up all your falſe Propheſies, ridiculous Dreams, and idle 
Divinations. I'll ſwear you are a Nuſance to the Neigh- 
bourhood — What a Buſtle did you keep againſt the laſt 
inviſible Eclipſe, laying in Proviſion as twere for a Siege? 
What a world of Fire and Candle, Matches and Tinder- 
boxes did you purchaſe! One would have thought we 
were ever after to live under Ground, or at leaſt making a 
Voyage to Greenland, to inhabit there all the dark Seaton, 

Fore. Why you malapert Slut. 

Ang. Will you lend me your Coach, or Pll go on—— 
Nay, I'll declare how you propheſy'd Popery was coming, 
only becauſe the Butler had miſ- hid ſome of the Apoſtle 
Spoons, and thought they were loſt. Away went Reh- 
gion and Spoon weat together-— Indeed, Uncle, il indite 
you for a Wiz:rd, - 

Fore, Haw Huſſyl was there ever ſuch a provoking Minx? 

Nur/e. O merciful Father, how ſhe talks! | 

Ang. Yes, I can make Oath of your unlwfal Midnight 


| Nurſe, Marry Heav'n defend I at Midnight Practice: 
O Lord, what's here to do? — I in unlawful Doings with 
my Maſter's Wor ſhip— Why did you ever hear the like 
now Sir, did ever Ido any thing of your Midnight Con- 
cerns—but warm your Bed, and tuck'you up, and fer the 
Candle and your Tobaceo-Box, and your Urinal by you, and 
now and then rub the Soles of your Feet? — O Lord, 11 
Ang. Yes, I you together, through the Key-bole 
of the Cloſet, one Night, hke Saul and the Witch of En- 
dor, turning the Sieve and Sheers, and pricking your 
Thumbs, to write poor innocent Seryants Names in 
Blood, about a little Nutmeg Grater, which fhe had for- 
got in the Caudle-Cup— Nay, I know ſomething worſe, 
if I would ſpesk of 1 _— = | | 
Fore. | dety you, Huſſy ; but ll remember this, ll be 
reveng'd on you, Cockatrice; Fil hamper you—You have 
your Fortuue in youg own Hands — but III figd a way to 
| | 4 make 
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make your Lover, your Prodigal Spendthrift Galant, Valen- 
tine, pay for all, I will. | 

Ang. Will you? I care not, but all ſhall out then Look 
to't, Nurſe; I can bring Witneſs that you have a great un- 
natural Teat under your left Arm, and he another; and 
that you ſuckle a young Devil in the Shape of a Tabby- 
Cat, by turns, I can. 

Nurſe, A Teat, a Teat, I an unnatural Teat! O the 
falle flanderous thing; feel, feel here, if I have any thing 
but like another Chriſtian: [Crymg. 

Fore. I will have Patience, fince it is the Will of the 
Stars I ſhould be thus tormented— This is the Eſſect of 
the malicious Conjunctions and Oppoſitions in the third 
Houſe of my Nativity; there the Curſe of Kindred was 
foretold— But I will have my Doors lock'd up I'll pu- 
niſh you, not a Man ſhall enter my Houſe. 

Ang. Do Uncle, lock em up quickly before my Aunt 
come home—You'l} have a Letter for Alimony to Mor- 
row Morniag—But let me be gone firſt, and then let no 
Mankind come near the Houſe, but converſe with Spirits 
and the Celeſtial Signs, the Bull, and the Ram, and the 
Goat. Bleſs me! there are a great many horn'd Beaſts a- 
mong the twelve Signs, Uncle, But Cuckolds go to 
Heav'n. 5 
Fore. But there's but one Virgin among the Signs, Spit- 
fire, but one Virgin. 

Ang. Nor there had not been that one, if ſhe had had 
to do with any thing but Aſtrologers, Uncle, That makes 
my Aunt go abroad. 

. Fore. How? How? Is that the Reaſon? Come, you 
know ſomething; tell me, and I'll forgive you; do, good 
Niece—Come, you ſhall have my Coach and Horſes—— 
Faith and troth you ſhal Does my Wife complain ? 
Come, I know Women tell one another She is y. ung 
and ſanguine, has a wanton Hazle Eye, and was born un- 
der Gemini, which may incline her to Society; ſhe has a 
Mole upon her Lip, with a moiſt Palm, and an open Li- 
berality on the Mount ot Venus. : 
© Fog. Ha, ha, ha. | 
© Fore. Do you laugh? — Well Gentlewomon, I' — gut 
come, be a good Girl, don't perplex your pc or Uncle, tell me 
— won't you ſpeak? Odd im SCENE 
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[To them] Servant. | 
Serv, Sir Sampſon is coming down to wait upon you— 
Ang. Good bu'y Uncle—— Call me a Chair Pl] fiad 
out my Aunt, and tell her, ſhe muſt not come home. | 
_ Fore, Pm ſo perplex'd and vex'd, I am not fit to re- 
ceive him; 1 ſhall ſcarce recover my ſelf before the Hour 
* paſt: Go Nurle, tell Sir Sampſon I'm ready to wait on 
im, 
| Nurſe, Yes, Sir. 
' Fore. Well— Why, if I was born to be a Cuckold, 
there's no more to be ſaid—he's here already. 


SCENE V. 


Foreſight, and Sir Sampſon Legend with a Paper, 


Sir Samp. Nor no more to be done, old Boy; that's 
plain here tie, I have it in my Hand, Old Prolomee; 
Ill make the ungracious Prodigal know who begat him; 
I will, old Nofrodamus. What, | warrant my Son thought 
nothing belong'd to a Father, but Forgiveneſs and Affec- 
tion; no Authority, no Correction, no Arbitrary Power; 
nothing to be done, but for him to offend, and me to 
pardon. I warrant you, if he danc'd *till Doomſday, he 
thought I was to pay the Piper, Well, but here it is 
under black and white, Signatum, Sigillatum, and Delibe- 
ratum; that as ſoon as my Son Benjamin is{arriv'd, he is 
to make over to him his Rigat of [ahericance. Where's my 
Daughter that is to be——hah! old Merlin! body o'me, 
I'm ſo glad I'm reveng'd on this undutiful Rogue, 

Fore, Odſo, let me ſee; Let me ſee the Paper Ay, 
faith and troth, here tis, if it will but hold I wiſh 
things were done, and the Conveyance made - When was 
this fign'd, what Hour? Odſo, you ſhould have conſulted 
me for the time. Well, but we'll make haſte 2 

Sir Samp. Haſte, ay, ay; haſte euough, my Son Ben will be 
in Town to Night. I have order'd my Lawyer to 
draw up Writings of Settlement and ſointure — All ſhall _ 
be done to Night— No matter for the time; pr'ythee, 
Brother Foreſight, leave Superſtition ox o'ch* time; 
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there's no time but the time preſent, there's no more to 
be ſaid of what's paſt, and all that is to come will happen. 
If the Sun ſhine by Day, and the Stars by Night, why, 
we ſhall know one another's Faces without the help of a 
Candle, and that's all the Stars are good for. 

Fore. How, how ? Sir Sampſon, that all? Give me leave 
to contradict you, and tell you, us are ignorant, 

Sir Samp. | tel you 1 am wiſe; and ſapiens dominabitur 
afiris; there's Latin for you to prove it, and an Argu- 
ment to confound your Ephemeris — — Ignorant —— I 
tell you, I have travell'd old Fircu, and know the Globe. 
] have ſeen the Antipodes, where the Sun riſes at Midnight, 
and ſets ar Noon- Day, X | 

Fore. But 1 tell you, I haye travell'd, and travell'd in 
the Celeſtial Spheres, know the Signs and the Planets, and 
their Houſes, Can judge of Motions Dire& and Retro- 
grade, of Sextiles, Quadrates, Trines and Opfoſations, Fier 
Trigons and Aquatical Trigons. Know whether Life ſh 
be long or ſhort, Happy or Unhappy, whether Diſeaſes 
are Curable or Incurable. If Journeys ſhall be proſperous, 
3 ſucceſsful; or Goods ſtol'n recover d, I 

now 

Sir Samp. I know the length of the Emperor of China's 
Foot; have kifs'd the Great Mogul's Slipper, and rid a 
Hunting upon an Elephant with the Cham of Tartary, —- 
— 4 I have made a Cuckold of a King, and the 
preſent Majeſty of Bantam is the Iſſue of theſe Loins. 

- Fore, I know when Travellers lye or ſpeak Truth, when 
they don't know it themſelves. 

Sir Samp. I have known an Aſtrologer made a Cuckold 
in the twiakling of a Star; and ſeen a Conjurer, that cou'd 
not keep the Devil out of his Wite's Circle. 

Fore. What, does he twit me with my Wife too? I 
mult be better inform'd of this, — [ Aſide.] — Do you 
mean my Wife, Sir Sampſon * Tho' you made a Cuckold 


of the King of Bantam, yet by the Body of the Sun — 


Sir Samp. By the Horns of the Moon, you wou'd ſay, 


5 Brother Capricorx. | 


Fore, Capricorn in your Teeth, thou Modern Mandevil ; 
Ferdinand Mendez Pinto. was but a Type of thee, thou Lyar 
of the firſt Magnitude, Take back your Paper of Loheri- 

. tane; 
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tance; ſend your Son to Sea again. I'll wed my Daughter 
ta an Egyptian Mummy, ere ſhe ſhall Incorporate with a 
Contemner of Sciences, and a Defamer of Virtue. 
Sir Samp. Body o'me, | have gone too far; I muſt 
not proyoke honeſt Albumazar, --— an Egyptian Mummy 
is an Iluſtrious Creature, my truſty Hieroglyphick; and 
may have Signifioions of Futurity about him; Odsbud, 
J would my Son were an Egyptian Mummy for thy ſake, 
What, thou art not angry for a Jeſt, my good Haly — 
I reverence the Sun, Moon and Stars with all my Heart. 
— What, Il make thee a Preſent of a Mummy: Now 
I think on't, Body o'me, I have a Shoulder of an Egyp- 
tian King, that I purloin'd from one of the Pyramids, 
wder'd with Hieroglyphicks, thou ſhalt have it brought 
ome to thy Houſe, and inake an Entertainment far all 
the Philomaths, and Students in Phyfick and Aſtrology in 
and about London. Tha ELL | 
Fore, But what do you know of my Wife, Sir Samp- 
n ? 

Sir Samp. Thy Wife is a Conſtellation of Virtues; ſhe's 
the Moon, and thou art the Man in the Moon: Nay, ſhe 
is more Illuſtrious than the Moon; for ſhe has her Chaſtity 
without her Inconſtancy, sbud I was but in jeſt. 


SCENE VI. 


[To them] Jeremy. | 

Sir Samp. How now, who fent for you? Ha! What 
wou'd you have? | 

Fore, Nay, if you were but in jeſt — Who's that Fel- 
low? I don't like his Phyliognomy. 

Sir Samp, My Son, Sir; what Son, Sir? My Son Ben- 
jamin hoh? 

Fere. No, Sir, Mr. Valentine, my Maſter tis the 
firſt time he has been abroad ſinee his Confinement, and 


de comes to pay his Duty to you. 


Sir Samp. Well, Sir, 
SCENE VII. 


Foreſight, si Samplon, Valentine, Jeremy. 
Fere. He is here, Sir. | 
Val, Your Bleſſing, Sir. K 

Sir 


— 
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Sir Samp. You've had it already, Sir, I think I ſent it 
you to Day in a Bill of Four thouſand Pound: A great ) 
deal of Mony, Brother Foreſight. | | 
Fore. Ay indeed, Sir Sampſon, 2 great deal of Mony for 
2 young Man, I wonder what he can do with it! | 
Sir Samp. Body o'me, ſo do I. — Hark ye, Valentine, 
if there be too much, refund the Superfluity ; Doſt hear, | 
Boy ? | * | 
Pal. Superfluity, Sir, it will ſcarce pay my Debts, — 
I hope you will have more Indulgence, than to oblige me 
to thoſe hard Conditions, which my Neceſfiry ſign d to. 
Sir Samp. Sir, how, I beſeech you, what were ycu 
Pleas'd to intimate, concerning Indulgence? | ( 
Val. Why, Sir, that you wou'd not go to the extre- | 
mity of the Conditions, but releaſe me at leaſt from ſome 
Part, | 
Sir Samp. Oh Sir, I underſtand you — that's all, ha? 
Val. Yes, Sir, all that I preſume to asx.— But what 
you, out of Fatherly Fondneſs, will be pleas'd to add, 
ſhall be doubly welcome. | 
Sir Samp. No doubt of it, ſweet Sir, but your filial 
Piety, and my fatherly Fondneſs wou'd fit like two Tal- 
lies. Here's a Rogue, Brother Foreſight, makes a Bar- 
gain under Hand and Seal in the Morning, and would be | 
releas'd from it in the Afternoon; here's a Rogue, Dog, 
here's Conſcience and Honeſty; this is your Wit now, 
this is the Morality of your Wits! You are a Wit, and | 
have been a Beau, and may be a —— Why Sirrah, is it 


G ee it .DtÞ.. = 


not here under Hand and Seal Can you deny it? 
Val. Sir, I don't deny it. 4 
Sir Samp. Sirrah, you'll be hang'd; I fhall live to ſee { 
you go up Holborn-Hill —— Has be not a Rogue's Face? | 
Speak, Brother, you underſtand Phyſiognomy, 2 
| hanging Look to me — of all my Boys the moſt unlike 
me; he has a damn'd Tyburn-Face, without the Benefit t 
o'the Clergy. 40 £ 
Fore. Hum — truly I don't care to diſcourage a young | 
Man, — he has a violent Death in his Face; But I hope 
no Danger of Hanging. | 0 
val. Sir, is this Uſage for your Son? — for that old | 0 
Weather-headed Fool, I know how to laugh at him; but 4 


you, Si —— Sir 
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Sir samp. You, Sir; and you, Sir: — — Why, who are 
you, Sir? 7 , * 2 

Val. Vour Son, Sir. r 

Sir Samp. That's more than I know, Sir, and I believe 
not. ; 

Val: Faith, I hope not. 

Sir Samp. What, wou d you have your Mother a Where! 
Did yo" ever hear the like! Did you ever hear the like! 
Body o'me «4 | 

Val. I would have an Excuſe for your Barbarity and 
unnatural Uſage. | 4 _—_ 

Sir Samp. Excuſe! Impudence! Why Sirrah, mayn't E 
do what J pleaſe? Are not you my Slave? Did nor I be- 

t you? And might not I have choſen whether ] would 
— begot you or no? *Oons who are you? Whence came 

ou? What brought you into the World? How came you 

ere, Sir? Here, to ſtand here, upon-thoſe two Legs, and 
look erect with that audacious Face, hah? Anſwer me 
that? Did you come a Volunteer into the World? Or did 
I, with the lawful Authority of a Parent, preſs you to, 
the Service? | 

Val. I know no more why I came, thin you do why 
you calld me. But here I am, and if you don't mean to 
provide for me, I defire you would leave me as you 
ound me. a 

Sir Samp. With all my Heart: Come, uncaſe, ſtrip, and 
go naked out of the World, as you came into'r, | 

Val. My Clothes are ſoon put off: But you muſt 
alſo diveſt me of Reaſon, Thought, Paſſtons, Inclinations, 
Affe ctions, Appetites, Senſes, and the huge Train of At- 
tendants that you begot along with me, —_y 

Sir Samp, Body o'me, what a many headed Monſter 
have I propagated! 

Val. | am of my ſelf, a plain eaſy fimple Creature; and 
to be kept at ſmall Expence; but the Retinue that you 
gave me are Craving and invincible; they are ſo many 
Devils that you have rais'd, and will have Employment. 

Sir Samp. Oons, what had I to do to get Children. 
can't a private Man be born without all theſe Followers? 
—— Why nothing under an Emperor ſhqu!d be born with 
Appetites, —— Why at this rate a Fellow that has — a 
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Groat io his Pocket, may have a Stomach capable of a 
Ten Shilling O:dinary. Why 

| Fere. Nay that's as clear as the Sun; I'll make Oath of 
it before any Juſtice in Migdleſex, 1 

Sir Samp. Here's a Cor morant too, —— 8 heart this 
Fellow was not born with you? — I did not beger bim, 
did 1? nnrnn— 


Fere. By the Proviſion that's made for me, you might 


| Have begot me too: Nay, and to tell your Worſhi 
another Truth, I believe you did, for | find I was born 
with thoſe ame Whoreſon Appetites too, that my Maſter 
ſpeaks of. | 

Sir Samp. Why look you there now, —— Fl] maintain 
it, that by the Rule of right Reaſon, this Fellow ought 
to have been born without a Palate. ——- *S'heart, what 
ſnou'd he do with a diſtinguifting Tafte? —— I warrant 
now he'd rather cart a Pheaſant, than a Piece of poor 

ohn: and ſmell, now, why I warrant be can ſmell, and 
loves Perfumes above a Stink, —— Why there's it; and 
Muſick, don't you love Muſick, Scoundrel? 

Fere. Yes, I have a reaſonable good Ear, Sir, as to Jiggs 
and Country Dances; and the like; I don't much matter 
your Solo's or Sonata's, they give me the Spleen. 

Sir Samp. The Spleen, ba, ha, ha, a Pox confound you 
w=— Solg's or Sonatas? Oons whoſe Son are you? How 
were you engendred, Muckworm ? 

Fere. I am by Father, the Son of a Chairman; my 
Mother fold Oilters in Winter, and Cucumbers in Sum- 
mer; and I came up Stairs into the World; for I was born 
in a Cellar, | 

Fore By your Looks, you ſhou'd go up Stairs out of 
the World too, Friend, | 

Sir Samp. And if this Rogue were Anatomiz'd now, 
and diſſected, he has his Veſſels of Digeſtion and Con- 
coction, and ſo forth, large enough for the inſide of a 
Cardinal, this Son of a Cucumber, — Theſe things are 
unaccountable and umeaſenable —- Body o'me, why was 
not I a Bear? that my Cubs might have liv'd upon ſyck- 
ing their Paws; Nature has been providen only to Bears 
and Spiders; the wne ha its Nutriment in his ow: Hands; 
and t'other 'vige his Habitation out of his own Eutrails: 


Val. 
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Val. Fortune was provident enough to ſupply all the 
Neceſlities of my Nature; if I had my right of Inheri- 
tune | 
Sir Samp. Again! Oons han*t you four thouſand Pound 
——— if ] had it again, I wou'd not give thee a Groat, —. 
What, would thou have me turn Pelican, and feed thee 
out of my own Vitals? ——'Sheart, live by your Wits, 
—— You were always fond of the Wits, —— Now let's 
fee, if you have Wit enough to keep your ſelf —— Your: 


Brother will be in Town to Night, or to Morrow Morn- 


ing, and then look you perform Covenants, and ſo yours 
Friend and Servant. Come, Brother Foreſight. 


SCENE VIII. 


Valentine, Jeremy. | 

rv FT told you what your Viſit wou'd come to. 
al. Tis as much as I expected —— 1 did not come to 
ſee him: I came to Angelica: But ſince ſhe was gone 
abroad, it was eaſily turn'd another way; and at leaſt 
look'd well on my fide : What's here? Mrs. Foreſi ght and 
Mrs. Frail, they are earneft, — Pi] avoid em, — Come 
this way, and go and enquire when Angelica will return, 


SCENE” IC 


Mrs. Foreſight, and Mrs. Frail. | 

Mrs. Frail, What have you to do to watch me? *$'life 
I'll do what I pleafe. == 

Mrs. Fore. You will? 

Mrs, Frail, Yes marry will I —— A great Piece of 
Buſineſs to go to Covent-Garden Square in a Hackney- 
Coach, and take a turn with one's Friend, | 

Mrs. Fore, Nay, two or three Turns, Ill take my Oath 
Mrs. Frail, Well, what if Frook twenty —— 1 warranc 
if you had been there, it had been only innocent Recrea- 
tion, —— Lord, where's the Comfort of this Life, if we 
can't have the Happineſs of converſing where we like? 

Mrs, Fore, But can't you converſe at home?—— I 
own it, I think there's no Happineſs like converling with 


an apreeable Man; I don't quarrel at that, nor I don't 


think but your Converſation wis very innocent; but the 
Place is publick, and to be ſeen with a Man ia — 
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Coach is ſcandalous: What if any Body elſe ſhou'd have 
ſeen you alite, as I did? — How can any Body be happy» 
while they're in perpetual Fear of being ſeen and cenſur'd? 
 —— heſides it wou'd not only reflect upon you, Siſter, 

but me. | 

Mrs. Frail. Pooh, here's a Clutter — Why ſhou'd it 
reflect upon you? — I don't doubt but you have thought 
your ſelf happy in a Hackney-Coach before now. — It [ 
had gone to Knightsbridge, or to Chelſey, or to Spring- 
Garden, or Barn- Elms with a Man alone — ſomething 
might have been ſaid. 

Mrs. Fore, Why, was I ever in any of thoſe Places? 
What do you mean, Siſter? 
Mrs. Frail. Was |? What do you mean? 

Mrs. Fore. You have been at a worſe Place. 

Mrs. Frail, Þ at a worſe Place, and with a Man! 
Mrs. Fore, I ſuppoſe you would not go alone to the 
World's End. | 

Mrs. Frail, The World's-End! What do you mean to 
banter me? | | 

Mrs. Fore. Poor Innocent! You don't know that there's 
a Place call'd the World's End? I'll ſwear you can keep your 
Countenance purely, you'd make an admirable Player. 

Mrs. Frail, I'll ſwear you have a great deal of Confi- 
dence, and in my Mind too much for the Stage. 
Mrs. Fore, Very well, that will appear who has moſt, 
you never were at the World's-End : 

Mrs, Frail. No. | 

Mrs. Fore. You deny it poſitively to my Face. 

Mrs. Frail, Your Face, what's your Face? 

Mrs. Fore. No matter for that, it's as good a Face as 

re. 
| Mrs, Frail. Not by a Dozen Years wearing, —— But I 
do dei y it poſitively to your Face then. | 
Mrs. Fore. I] allow you now to find fault with my 
Face; for Il ſwear your Impudence has put me out 
of Countenance: —— But look you here now, — where 
did you-loſe this Gold Bodkin ? —— Oh Siſter, Siſter ! 
Mrs, Frail. My Bodkin! 
Mre, Fore. Nay, tis yours, look at it. 
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Mrs. Frail. Well, if you go to that, where did you find 
this Bodkin ? — Oh Siſter, Siſter! — Siſter every way. 

Mrs. Fore. O Devil on't, that I cou'd not diſcover her, 
without betraying my ſelf. [ Aſide. 

Mrs. Frail, 1 have heard Gentlemen ſay, Siſter; that 
one ſhou'd take great Care, when one makes a Thruſt in 
Fencing, not to lie open ones ſelf. 

Mrs. Fore. It's very true, Siſter: Well, fince all's out, 
and as you ſay, fince we ave bath wounded, let us do 
what is often done in Duels, take care of one another, 
and grow better Friends than before. 

Mrs. Frail, With all my Heart, ours are but flight fleſh 
Wounds, and if we keep em from Air, not at all dan- 
gerous: Well, give me your Hand in Token of Siſterly 
Secrecy and Affection. 

Mrs. Fore. Here tis with all my Heart. | 

Mrs. Frail, Well, as an carneſt of Friendſhip and Con- 
fidence: [I] acquaint you with a Deſign that I have: To 
tell Truth, and ſpeak openly one to another: I'm afraid 
the World have obſery'd us more than we have obſerv'd 
one another. You have a rich Husband, and are pro- 
vided for, I am at a Loſs, and have no great Stock either 
of Fortune or Reputation; and therefore muſt look ſharply 
about me. Sir Sampſon has a Son that is expected to Night; 


and by the Account I have heard of his Education, can be 


no Conjurer: The Eſtate you know 1s to be made over 
to him: —— Now if I cou'd wheedle him, Silter, ha? 
You underſtand me? 0 
Mrs. Fore, I do; and will help you to the utmoſt of 
my Power —— And I can tell you one thing that falls 
out luckily enough; my aukward Daughter-i1-law, who» 
you know is deſign'd to be his Wife, is grown fond of 
Mr. Tattle; now it we can improve that, and make her: 
have an Averſion for the Booby, it may go a great way 
towards his liking you, Here they come together; and; 
ter us contrive ſome way or other to leave em together; | 


SCENE X. 
[To them] Tattle and Miſs Prue. 


Mi. Mother, Mother, Mother, look you.here, OE 
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Mrs, Fore. Fy, fy, Miſs, how you baw|—— Befides, I 
have told you, you muſt not call me Mother. 

Miſs. What muſt I call you then, are you not my Fa- 
ther's Wife? 1 | 

Mrs. Fore. Madam; you muſt ſay Madam — By my 

Soul, I ſhall fanſy my ſelf old indeed, to have this great 

Girl call me Mother —— Well, but Miſs, what are you 

{o over-joy'd at? 

Miſs. Look you here, Madam then, what Mr. Tale 
| has givin me Lock you here Couſin, bere's a Souft- 

Box; nay, there's Snuff in't; — here, will you have any 

h good! how ſweet it is —— Mr. Tatzle is all over 
ſweet, his Peruke is ſweet, and his Gloves are ſweet, — 
and his Handkerchief is ſweet, pure ſweet, ſweeter than 
Roſes — — Smel} him Mother, Madam, I mean — He 
gave me this Ring for a Kiſs. | 

Tait. O fy Miſs, you muſt not kiſs and tell. 

Miſs, Yes; I may tell my Mother —— And he ſays he'll 
give me ſomething to make me ſmell fo Oh pray 

nd me your Handkerchief —— Smell, Coufin; he ſays, 
he'll-give me ſomething that will make my Smocks ſme} 
this way Is not it pure? It's better then Laven- 
der mun— I'm 1:foly'd I won't let Nurſe put any more 

Lavender among my Smocks — ha, Couſin ? ; 

Mrs. Frail, Fy, Miſs; amongſt your Linen, you muſt 
fay —— You muſt never ſay Smock. 

Mifs. Why, it is not bawdy, is it Couſin? 

Tatt, Oh Madam; you are too ſevere upon Miſs; you 
muſt not find fault with her pretty Simplicity, it becomes 
her ſtrangely — pretty Miſs, don't let em perſuade y ou 
aut of your Innocency, ' | 
Mrs. Fore. Oh, demm you Toad 
dont perſuade ber cut of her Innocency. 

- Tatt, Who I, Madam? — Oh Lord how can your 
Lady ſhip have fuch a Thought ſare you don't 
know me? 1 | 

Mrs. Frail. Ah Devil, fly Devil — He's as cloſe, 
eng as a Confellor ——— He thiaks we don't obſerve 

im. 

Mrs. Fore, A cunning Cur, how ſoon he cou'd find out 
a ficſh barmlets Creature; and leit us, Siſter, preſently. 

Tatt. 


I wiſh you 


— 
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Tatt. pon Reputation. 

Mrs. Fore. They're all fo, Siſter, theſe Men —— they 
love to have the ſpoiling of a young thing, they are as 
fond of it, as of being firſt in the Faſhion, or of ſeeing a 
new Play the firſt Day. I warrant it would break 
Mr. Tattle's Heart, to think that any Body elſe ſnou'd be 
beforchand with him, 

Tatt. Oh Lord, I ſwear I wou'd not for the World — 
| Mrs, Frail. O hang you; who'll believe you? — You'd 
be hang'd before you'd confeſs we know you 
ſhe's very pretty ! — Lord, what pure red and white 
ſhe looks ſo wholſom; ----- neer ſtir, I don't know, but 
I fanſy, if I were a Many; 5 

' Miſs, How you love to jeer one, Couſin. | 

Mrs. Fore, Hark ee, Siſter, ----- by my Soul the Girl is 
ſpoil'd already cee think ſhe'll ever endure a great 
labberly Tarpawiin----- Gad I warrant you, ſhe won't let 
him come near her, after Mr. Tattle, a 
Mrs. Frail. O my Soul, I'm afraid not-— eb! L filthy 
Creature, that ſmells all of Pitch and Tar ----- Devil take 
you, you confounded Toad . why'did you ſee her, be- 
fore ſhe was married ? 

Mcs. Fe. Nay, why did we let him my Husband 
will hang us----- He'lt think we broaght em acquainted, © 

Mrs. Frail, Come, Faith tet us be gone----- If my gro- 
ther Foreſight ſhou'd find us with them ;----- He'd think 
ſo, ſure enough. IG | 

Mre, Fore, So he wou'd-—- but then leaving em 
ther is as bad - And he's ſuch a fly Devil, be I never 
miſs an Opportunity. | — 2 N 

Mrs. Frail. I don't care; I won't be ſeen in' t. 

Mrs, Fore, Well, if you ſhoul4, Mr. Tatcle, you'll have 
2 World to anſwer for remember 1 waſh my Hands of 
it, Fm throughly Innocent. 

SCENE XI. 
Tattle, Ap Prue, v1 

Miſt. What makes em go away, Mr. Tattls? What do 
they mean, do you know ? | e 

Tart. Yes, my Dear ------T think I can gueſ ( But 
hang me if 1 know the Reaſon of it. | : 

| Miſs, 
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M. Come, mult not we go too? 
Tatt, No, no, they don't mean that. | | 
22 No! What then? What ſhall you. and I do toge- 
> 


Tatt. I muſt make Love to you, pretty Miſs; will you 
let me make Love to you? 

Miß. Yes, if you pleaſe, — | 

Tutt. Frank, I Gad, at leaſt, What a Pox does Mrs. 

Foreſight mean by this Civility? Is it to make a Fool of 
me? or does ſhe leave us together out of good Morality; 
and do as ſhe would be done by —— Gad I'll underſtand 
it ſo. 1 8 | [ 4/148. 
Miſ5, Well; and how will you make Love to me —— 
Come, I long to have you begin —— muſt I make Love 
too? You muſt tell me how. 

Tait, You fmuſt let me ſpeak, Miſs, you muſt not 
—— firſt; II muſt ask you Queſtions, and you muſt 
anſwer. | 

MI. What, is it like the Catechiſm ? — Come then 
- - Tate, D'ye think you can love me? 

Miſs, Yes. | 
\ «Tas. Pooh, Pox, you muſt not ſay yes already 1 I 
an' t care a Farthing for you then in a twinkling. 
Miß. What muſt I ſay then? 

Tait, Why you muſt ſay no, or you believe not, or 
you can't tell | | 
Miſs. Why, muſt 1 tell a Lye then? 

Tat, Yes, if you'd be well-bred. All well. bred Perſons 
Lye — Beſides, you are a Woman, you mult never ſpeak 
what you think: Your Words muſt contradict your 
Thoughts; but your Actions may contradict your Words. 
So, when I ask you, if you can love me, you muſt ſay no, 
but you muſt love me too — If I tell you you are hand- 
ſom, you muſt deny it, and ſay I flatter you But 
you muſt think your ſelf more charming than I ſpeak 
ar — And like me, for the Beauty which I ſay you 

ave,” as much as if I had it my ſelf —— If I ask you to 
kiſs me, you muſt be angry, but you muſt nut refuſe 
me. If I ask you for more, you muſt be more angry, 
but more complying; and as ſoon as ever I make 

you 
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you ſay you'll cry out, you muſt be ſure to hold your 
Tongue. — 5 1 2 

Miſs. O Lord, I ſwear this is pure, — I like it better 
than our old faſhion'd Country way of ſpeaking one's 
Mind; —— and muſt not you lye too ? | 

Tatt, Hum — Yes — But you muſt believe I ſpeak 
Truth. 

Miſs. O Gemini! Well, I always had a great Mind to 
tell Lyes — but they frighted me, and ſaid it was a Sin. 

Tat. Well, my pretty Creature; will you make me 
happy by giving me a Kiſs? 
Miſs. No, indeed; I'm angry at you. 

Runs and kiſſes him. 

Tatt. Hold, hold, that's pretty well--— bat you ſhould 

not have given it me, but have ſuffer'd me to have taken 


= 


Miſs. Well, we'll do it again. 

Tait, With all my Heart —— Now then my little 
Angel. [ Kiſſes her, 

Miſs. Piſh. 

Tate. That's right, -— again my Charmer, [Kiſſes again, 

Miß. O fy, nay, now | can't abide you. 

Tatt. Admirable! That was as well as if you had been 
born and bred in Covent-Garden, —— And won't you ſhew 
me, pretty Miſs, where your Bed-Chamber is? | 

- Miſe. No, indeed won't I: but I'll run there, and hide 
my ſelf from you behind the Curtains. * | 

Tatt. Vl follow you. 

Miſs. Ah, but I'll hold the Door with both Hands, and 
be angry; —— and you ſhall puſh me down before you 
come in. 


_ No, I'll come in firſt, and puſh you down after- - 
wards, | 
Mifs. Will you? then I il be more angry, and more 
complying. | 

Tate, Then Ill make you cry out. | 
Miſs. Oh but you ſhan't, for Vil held my Tongue L 
Tait. Oh my dear apt Scholar. 

Miſs, Well, now Vil run and make more haſte than 


you | 
Tatt, You ſhall not fly ſo faſt, as I'll purſue. 
PIN Be ACT 
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ACT II. SCENE J. 
Nurſe alone. So 


Nurſe. ISS, Miſs, Miſs Prue Mercy on me; 
| 1 marry and Amen. Why, what's become of 
the Child ?----- Why Miſs, Miſs Fore/zght Sure ſhe has 
lockt her ſelf up in her Chamber, and gone tofleep, or to 
Prayers: Miſs, Miſs, I hear her---- Come to your Father, 
Child: Open the Door - Open the Door, Mifs ----- I 
hear you cry huſht----- O Lord, who's there? ¶ preps ] 
What's here to do?----O the Father! a Man with her! 
Why, Miſs I ſay; God's my Lite, here's fine doings to- 


wards----- O Lord, we're all undone----- O you young 
Harlotry [ knocks, ] Od's my Life, won't you open the 
Door? I'll come in the back way. : 


Tattle, M/ Prue. 

Miß. O Lord, ſhe's coming and ſhe'll tell my Fa- 
ther, what ſhall I do now? | 

Tatt, Pox take her; if ſhe bad ſtaid two Minutes longer, 
I ſhou'd have wiſt'd for her coming. 

Miſs. O Dear, what -ſhall 1 fay? Tell me, Mr. Tattle, 
tell me a Lye. 

Tatt. There's no occaſion for a Lye; I cou'd never tell a 
Lye to no purpoſe But ſince we have done nothing, 
we muſt ſay nothing, I think. I hear ber I'M leave 
you together, and come off as you can. 

TT ff [Thruſts her in, and fhnts the Door, 


S CE N E III. 
Tattle, Valentine, Scandal, Angelica, 
Axg. You can't accuſe me of \[nconſtancy.; I never told 
you that I lov'd you. | 
Val. But I can accuſe you of of Uncertainty, for not 
telling me whether you did or not. 
Ang. You miſtake Indifference for Uncertainty; IL never 
had Concern enough to ask my ſelf the Queſtion. 
Scan, Nor Good. nature enough to anſwer him that did 
ask you: I'll ſay that for you, Madam. | 
| Ang, 


fc 
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Ang. What, are you ſetting up for Gaod-nature ? 

Scan. Only for the Affectation of it, as the Women do 
for Ill: nature. | | 

Ang. Perſuade your Friend, that it is all Affectation. 

Scan. I ſhall receive no Benefit from the Opinion: For 
I know no effeual Difference between continued Affec- 
tation and Reality, | 

Tate. [ coming up.] Scandal, are you in private Diſ- 
courſe, any thing of Secrecy? [ Aſide to Scandal. 

Scan. Yes, but I dare truſt you; we were talking of 
Angelica's Love to Valentine ; you won't ſpeak of it. 

Tatt. No, no, not a Sy llable — I kaow that's a Secret, 
for it's whiſper'd every where. | 

Scan, Ha, ha, ha. 

Ang. What is, Mr. Tattle? I heard you ſay ſomething 
was whiſper'd every where. 

Scan. Your Love of Valentine. 

Ang. How! | 

Tatt. No, Madam, his Love for your L:dyſhip <— Gad 
take me, I beg your Pardon — for I never heard a Word 
of your Ladyſhip's Paſſion, till this inſtant, 

Ang. My Paſſion! And who told you of my Paſſion, 
pray Sir? 

Scan. Why, is the Devil in you? Did not I tell it you 
for a Secret ? 

Tatt. Gadſo; but I thought ſhe might have been 
truſted with her own Affairs. 
4 _ Is that your Diſcretion? truſt a Woman with ber 

elf? Th 

Tatt, You ſay true, I beg your Pardon; — L' bring 
all off — It was impoſſible, Madam, for me to imagine, 
that a Perſon of your Lawyſhip's Wit and Galantry, 
could have ſo long receiv'd the paſſionate Addreſſes of the 
accomplifh'd Valentine, and yet remain inſenſible; there- 
fore you will pardon me, if from a juſt weight of his 
Merit, with your Ladyſhip's good Judgment, I form'd 
the Balance of a reciprocal Affection. 1 

Val. O the Devil, what damn'd Coſtive Poet has given 
thee this Leſſon of Fuſtian to get by Rote? | 

I dare ſwear you wrong him, it is his own —— 
And Mr. Turtie only judges of the Succeſs of others, gs 
| t 
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the Effects of his own Merit. For certainly Mr. Taztle 
was never deny'd any thing in his Lite. 

Tatt © Lord! yes indeed, Madam, ſeveral times. 

Ang. I ſwear I don't think tis poſſible, 

Tait. Yes, I vow and ſwear I have: Lord, Madam, 
I'm the moſt unfortunate Man in the World, and the mot 
cruelly us'd by the Ladies. 

Ang. Nay, now you're ungrateful. 

- . Tatt, No, I hope not tis as much Ingratitude to 
own ſome Favours, as to conceal others. 

Val. There, now it's out. | 

Ang. I don't underſtand you now. I thought you bed 
never ask'd any thing, but what a Lady might modeſtly 
grant, and you confeſs. 

Scan. So faith, your Bufineſs is done here; now you 
may go brag ſomewhere elſe, 

Tatt. Brag! O Heav'ns! Why, did I name any body? 

Ang. No; I ſuppoſe that is not in your Power; but 
you wou'd if you cou'd, no doubt on't. | 
 Tatt. Not in my Power, Madam! What does your 
Ladyſhip mean, that 1 have no Woman's Reputation in 
my Power? | | | 
Scan. Oons, why you won't own it, will you? { Aide. 

Taft. Faith, Madam, you're in the right; no more J 
have, as I hop'd to be ſav'd; I never bad it in my Power 
to ſay any thing to a Lady's Prejudice in my Life 
For as | was telling you, Madam, I have been the moſt 
unſucceſsful Creature living, in things of that Nature; and 
never had the good Fortune to be truſted once with a 
Lady's Secret, not once. ; 

Ang. No. 

Val. Not once, I dare anſwer for him. 

Scan. And II anſwer for him; for I'm ſurę if he had, 
he would have told me; | find, Madam, you don't know 
Mr. Tattle. | | | 

Tatt. No indeed, Madam, you don't know me. at all, 
I find. For ſure my iuti mate Friends wou'd have known— 

Ang. Then it ſeems you would have told, if you had 
been truſted, Tb | | 

Tatt. O Pox, Scandal, that was too far put Never 
have told Particulars, Madam, Perhægs I might have talk d 
a 28 
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.as, of a third Berſon or haxe jatraduc'd Af Amour of 
.my, own, in Converſation, by Way of Novel: But never 
bave expjain'd Particulars. 0: 4 
Ang. But whence comes the Reputation of Mr. Tatile's 
-Secrecy, ii he was never truſted? ; 
Sean. Why thence, it ariſes The thiog is proverbial'y 
ſpoken; but may be apply:d to him —— As if we ſhould 
ſay in general Terms, he pnly is ſecret who never was 
truſted, a Satirical Proyerb upon our Sex N 
upon yours As ſhe. is. chaſte; who was, never ask d t 
Que ſtion. That's all. a a 
Val. A couple of very civil | Proverbs, truly: Tis hard 
to tell whether the Lady or Mr. Tattle be the more oblig d 
to you. For you found her Virtue upon the Baek ward. 
neſs of the Men; and his Secrecy upon the Miſtruſt of 
the Women. 1 
Tote. Gad, it's very true, Madam, I, think we are o- 
blig d to acquit our ſel hes Aud for my part - But your 
Ladyſhip is to ſpeak-firt— | 


Ang. Am-I?- Well, L freely confeſs 1 have reſiſted a 


great deal of Temptation, 


Tatt, And I Gad, I have given ſome Temptation that 


has not been reſiſted, 
Val, Good. 
Ang. | cite Valentine here, to declare to the Court, 


fruitleſs he has found his Endeayours, and to con all 


his Sollicitations and my Denials. 
Val. I am „ plead, Not guilty for you; and 
Guilty, for my ſelf. 
Scan. Soy why this is fair, here's Demonſtration with 
a Witneſs, 


Tate. Well, my Witneſſes are not preſent—But I con - 


feſs | have had Favours from Perſons —— But as the Fa 
vours are numberleſs, ſo the Perſons are nameleſs. 
Sean, Pooh, this proves nothing. 

Tut. No? I can ſhew Letters, Lockets, Pictures. and 
Rings; and if there be Occaſion for Witneſſes, I can ſum- 
mon the Maids at the Chocolate- Houſes, all the Porters at 
Fall Mall and Covent. Garden, the Door-keepers at the 
Phy- Houſe, the Drawers at Locket's, Pontack's, the Rum - 

mer, Spring -Garden; my W and Valet de 1 
\ | - 
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Bre; all who ſhall make Oath, that J receive more Letters 


than the Secretary's Office ; and that I have more Vizor- 


Macks to enquire for me, than ever went to ſee the Her- 


maphrodite, or the naked Prince. And it is notorious, 


that in a Country Church, once, an Enquiry being made, 
who I was, it was anſwer'd, I was the famous Tazzle, 
who had ruin'd ſo many Women. 

Val. It was there, I ſuppoſe, you got the Nick-name of 


the Great Turk, 


Tatt. True; I wascall'd Twrk-Tattle all over the Pariſh 
— The next Sunday all the old Women kept their 


Daughters at home, and the Parſon had not half his Con- 


gregation. He wou'd have brought me into the Spiritual 
Court, but I was reveng'd upon him, for he had a hand- 


ſom Daughter whom I initiated into the Science. But 


I repented it afterwards, for it was talk'd of in Town— 
And a Lady of Quality that ſhall be nameleſs, in a raging 


Fit of Jealouſy, came down in her Coach and Six Horſes, 


1 


Jou know where we raffl'd 


and expos'd her ſelf upon my Account; Gad I was ſorry 
for it with all my Heart— You know whom I mean 


Scan, Mum, Tattle. 

Val. Sdeath, are not you aſham'd? 

Ang. O barbarous ? I never heard ſo inſolent a Piece of 
Venity—Fy, Mr. Tartle— I'll ſwear I could not have be- 


| Hiev'd Ils this your Secrecy? ' 


Tatt. Gad ſo, the Heat of my Story carried me beyond 


my Diſcretion, as the Heat of the Lady's Paſſion hurry'd 


her beyond her Reputation— But I hope you don't know 
whom I mean; for there was à great many Ladies raf- 
fled— Pox on't, now could I bite of my Tongue. 

Scan. No don't; for then you'll tell us no more — 


Come, Vl recommend a Song to you upon the Hint of 


my two Proverbs, and I ſee one in the next Room that 
will ſing it. [Goes to the Door. 


Tust. For Heav'n's fake, if you do gueſs, ſay nothing; 


Gad, I'm very unfortunate. 


Scan. Pray ſing the firſt Song in the laſt new Play. 


SONG 
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S ON S. 


Set by Mr. John Eccles. 
e 


A Nymph and a Swain to Apollo once pray d, 

The Swain had been jilted, the Nymph been betr ay d: 
Their Intent was to try if his Oracle knew by "n.4" 
er a Nymph that was Chaſte, or a Swain that was true. 

| TY | OT WE ( 
Apollo was mute, and had like Phave been pod, 
But ſagely at length he this Secret diſclos'd : 5 
He alone won't betray in whom none will Confide; 
And the Nymph may be Chaſte that has never been try d. 


[To them) Sir Sampſon, Mrs. Frail, Miſs Prue, and Servant. 


Sir Samp. Is Ben come? Odſo, my Son Ben come? 
Odd, I'm glad ont: Where is he? I long to ſee him. Now. 
Mrs. Frail, you ſhall ſee my Son Ben — Body o'me, he's 
the Hopes of my Family—I han'c ſeen him theſe three 
Years——1 warrant. he's grown—Call him in, bid him 
make haſte—T'm ready to cry for Joy: e ; 

Mrs, Frail, Now. Miſs you ſhall ſee your Husband. 

M/s. Piſh, he ſhall be none of my Husband. 

| FG: | [Aſide to Frail, 

Mrs. Frail. Huſh : Well he ſhan't leave that to me 
I'll beckon Mr. Tattle to us. > 

Ang. Won't you ſtay and ſee your Brother? | 4 

Val. We are the Twin- Stars, and cannot ſhine in one 
Sphere; when he riſes I muſt ſet— Beſides, if I ſhou'd 


ſtay, 1 don't know but my Father in good Nature may 


preſs me to the immediate ſigning the Deed of Cenvey- 
ance of my Eſtate; and I'll defer it as long as I can 
Well, you'll come to a Reſolution. 

Ang. | can't. Reſolution muſt come to me, or I ſhall 


never have one. 
Scan. Come, Valentine, Ill go with you; I've ſomething 


my Head to communicate to you, 


C 2 SCENE 
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SCENE V. 


Angelica, Sir Sampſon, Tattle, Mrs. Frail, Mi Prue. 

Sir Samp. What, is my Son Valentine gone? What, is 
He ſneak d off, and would not ſee his Brother? There's an 
unnatural 'Whelp! There's an natur d Dog! What, were 
you here too, Madam, and could not *keep him! Cou d 
neither Love, nor Duty, nor natural Affection oblige him. 
Odsbud, Madam, have no more to ſay tom; he is not 
worth your Conſideration. The Rogue has not a Drachm 
of generous Lore about him: All. Intereſt, all Intereſt, 
he's an undone Seoundrel, and courts your Eſtate: Body 
o' me, he does not 2 your Perſon. r 
Arg. Tm pretty even with him, Sir Samen; i 
ever I cou d hoe lik'd any thing in him, it ſhould have 
been His Eſtate too: But that's gone, the Bait's off, 
and the naked Hook appears. | 

Sir Kamp. Ogsbid, well ſpoken; arid you are 2 wiſer 
Woman than thought you were: For moſt young Wo- 
men now- a- days ure to be tempted with a. naked Hook. 
ig. If warry, Sir ' Sampſon, Im for a good Eftate 
With au Man, 'and for- any Man with a good Eſtate: 
Therefore if 1 were oblig d to make a Choice, I declare 
T'd rather have you than your Son. 

Sir Sump. Faithiand Troth you're a wiſe · Woman, and 
Fm, glad to bear you fay ſo; I war afraid you were in 
Love with the Reprobate; Odd, I was ſorry for you 
with all my Heart: Hang him, Mungrel; caft him off 
you ſhall ſee the Rogue ſhew-himſelf; and make Love to 

ſome deſponding Cadua of fourſcore for Suſtenance. Odd. 
1 love to ſee a young Spendthriſt forc'd to eling to an 
old Woman for Support, like Ivy round a dead Oak: Faith 
I do ; I love to fee em hug and cotten together, like 
Down upon a Thittle. | 1 


SCENE I. 
{To them] Ben. Legend, and Seruane. | 


Ben. Where's Father? | 
Serv. There, Sir, his Back's toward you, 


Sir e. 
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Sir Samp: My Son Ben! Bleſs thee my dear Boy; bo- 
dy o me, thou art heartih weleome. | 
Ben. Thank you, Father, and l' m glad to ſee you. 
Sir Samp. Odsbud, and I'm glad to ſee thre; Kifs* me, 
Boy, kiſs me again and aggin, dean Brin. [ Kiffbr bir. 
Ben. So, ſo; enough Father—Meſs, Id rather *kifs theſe 
Gemlewomen. | ang l 
Sir Samp. And ſo thou ſhalt— Mrs. Axgelica, my Sow 
Jen. 
Ben. Forfooth' if you pleaſe . ¶ Salute: her.] Nay Miftreſe, 
I'm not for dropping Anchor here; about Ship I faith — 
[ Kifes Frail.] Nay; and you too, my little Cork. Boat 
Feen | [Xifes Mils. 
Tutt. Sir, you're welcome a-ſhore, _ 7 | 
Ben, Thank; you, thank you, Friend: | 
Sit Seng. Thou haft. been many, a' weary” Leagne Bun, 
fiance T ſaw ther. | 2 | | 
Ben, Ey, ey, been! Heen far enough, an that be al 
Well Father, and how da all at home? How does Bro- 
ther Dick, and Brother Val? 41 
Sir Sawip. Dick, body o me, Dick has been dead theſe 
two Years; I'writ you Word, when you wereat"Legorze. 
Ben. Meſs, that's true: Marry I had forgot. Diets 
dead as you iy Well, and how? I have many, Queſtiqns- 
to uk you; well, you ben't marry'd again, Father; be 
Jou: | | 
Sir Samp. No, I intend*you ſhall marry, Ben; I would 
1 Agnify.? 

, Nay, w s that' ſipnify.?——-an you marry 
again——— Why then, I] to Sea again, d 
one for t other, an that be af. Pray don't let me be 
your Hindtance; een marry a God's Name an the Wind 
ſit that way. As for my part, may hap I have no mind 
to marry. | 

Frail. That wou d be pity, ſuch a handſom young 
Gentleman. A | * 
Ben, Handſom! be, he, he, nay Forſboth, an you be 
for joking, III joke with you, for I lover ct; an the 
Ship were linking, as. we fayn at Sex. But I'll tell your 
why I dbn't much ſtand towards Matrimony: | I love tu 
roam about from Port to Port, and from Land to Land: 
* | C 3 1 
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I could never abide to be Port-bound, as we call it: Now 
a Man that is marry'd, has as it were, d'ye ſee, his Feet 
in the Bilboes, and may-hap mayn t get em out again 
when he wou d. | | | 
Sir Samp. Ben's a Wag! | 
Ben. A Man that is marry'd, d'ye ſee, is no more Nke 
another Man, than a Gally-Slave is like one of us free Sai- 
lors, he is chain'd to an Oar all bis Life; and may-hap 
forc'd to tug a leaky Veſſel into the Bargain. | 
Sir Samp. A very Wag, Bey's a very Wag; only a little 
rough, he wants a little poliſhing. | 
Mrs. Frail. Not at all; I like his Humour mightily, 
it's plain and honeſt, I ſhou'd like ſuch a Humour in a 
Husband — — 4 | 
Ben. Say*n you ſo Forfooth ? Marry and I ſhou'd like ſuch 
a handſom Gentlewoman for a Bedfellow hugely; how 
fay you, Miſtreſs, wou'd you like going to Sea? Meſs, 
you're a tight Veſſel, and well rigg'd, an you were but as 
well mann'd. 
| Bar Frail, I ſhou'd not doubt that, if you were Maſter 
cf me. 5 | | 
Ben. But I'll tell you one thing, an you come to Sea in a 
high Wind, or that Lady eu mayn't carry ſo much 
Sail o'your Head = and top gallant; by the Meſs. 
Mrs. Frail. No, why To? 
Ben. Why an you do, you may run the risk to be over- 
| ſet; and then you'll carry your Keels above Water, he, 
| he, be. | | | 
Ang. I ſwear, Mr. Benjamin is the verieſt Wag in Na- 
F ture; an abſolute Sea- Wit. | | 
Sir Samp. Nay, Ben has Parts, but as I told you before, 
they want a little Poliſhing: You muſt not take any thing 
ill, Madam, pug f | 
Ben. No, I hope the Gentlewoman is not angry; I 
mean all in good part: For if I give 2 Jeſt, 1'll take a 
Jeſt: And ſo Forſooth you may be as free with me. 
Ang. I thank you, Sir, I am not at all offended;— But 
methinks Sir Sampſon, you ſnou d leave him alone with | 
his, Miſtreſs. Mr. Tattle, we muſt not hinder Lovers, 
Tarr. Well Miſs, 1 have your Promiſe. [ Aſide to Miſs; _ 
Sir Samp. Body o me, Madam, you ſay true: Look you, 5 
FX. ; 
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Ren; this is your Miſtreſs, Come Miſs, you muſt not 
be ſhame-fac'd, we'll leave you together, 


- Miſs. I can't abide to be left alone, mayn't my Couſin 


ſhy with me? | 
Sir Samp. No, no. Come, let's away. 

Ben. Look you, Father, may-bap the young Woman 
mayn't take a liking to me, — | 
Sir Samp, I warrant thee, Boy, come, come, well be 
gone; I'll venture that. 


SCENE W. 
Ben, and Miſs Prue. 


Ben. Come Miſtreſs, will you pleaſe to fit down? for 


an you ſtand a ſtern a that'n, we ſhall never grapple to- 
gether, Come, I'll haule a Chair; there, an you pleaſs 
to fir, I'll fit by you, 


Mie. Lou need not fit ſo near one, if you have any 


thing to fay, I can hear you farther off, I an't deaf. 

Ben. Why that's true, as you ſay, nor I an't dumb, I 
can be heard as far as another, -— I'll heave off to plesſe 
you. [Sits farther off.] An we were a League aſunder, Id 
undertake to bold Diſcourſe with you, an. 'twere not a 
main bigh Wind indeed, and full in my Teeth. Look 
70 Forſooth, I am as it were, bound for the Land of 

trimony; 'tis a Voyage d'ye ſee, that was none of my 


ſecking, I was commanded by Father, and if you like ot 


it, may-hap I may ſteer into your Harbour, How ſay 
you, Miſtreſs? The ſhort of the thing is, that if you like 
me, and I like you, we may chance to ſwing in a Ham- 
mock together, | | 

Miſs, | don't know what to ſay to you, nor I don't 
care to ſpeak with you at all, 

Den. No, Im ſorry for that But pray why are you 
ſe ſcornful? , 
Miß. As as one muſt not ſpeak one's Mind, one 
had better not ſpeak at all, I think, and truly I won't tell 
a Lye for the Matter. | 

Zen. Nay, you ſay true in that, it's but a Folly to lye: 
For to ſpeak one thing, and to think juſt the contrary 
Way; is as it were, to look one way, and to row ano». 

12 C4 ther 


— 


* 
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ther. Now, for" my part dye ſee, I'm for carryingithi 
above Board, I'm — Men any thing ws — 
es. ſo tht if yon read as willing as I, fay ſo 
a God's Name, there's no barm done; may-hap 
you may be ſname · fac d, ſome Maidens thof they love a 
Man well enougb, yet they don't care to tellu ſo to's Face: 
If that's the Caſe, why Silence gives Conſent. 
Miß. But Pm ſore it is rt ſos] for Pll- ſpeak ſooner 
than you ſhould believe that; and Vil ſpeak Truth, tho? 
one ſhould always tell a Lye to a Man; and I don't care, 
let my Father do-whit he will; I'm tod big to be whipt, 
ſo Vl tell you plainly, I don't like you, nor love you at 
all, nor never will, that's more: So; there's your Anſwer 
——— trouble me no more, you ugly thing. 
en. Look you; Woman, you may learn to give 
good —2—— ny | ſpoke you fe, d'ye fee; and 
civil——4s for your Love or your Liking I don't value 
it of a Ropes End; And may- Rap I like you” as little 
as you do me: — What I ſaid was in Obedience to Fa- 
ther; Gad I fear a' Whipping no more than ydu do. But 
I tell you one thing if you ſhow'd” give ſuch Language at 
Sea, you'd have Cat o Nine Tails laid crofs'yout Shoul- 
ders, Fleſh! who are you? Vou beard rorhet handfom 
young Women ſpeak civilly' to me, of her o.] n Accord : 
Whatever you think of your felf, Gad Þ don't think your 
are any more to compre to her, than a Can of Smulll-' 
Brer to a Bowl of Punch. MY; x 4% 
Miß. Well, and there's a handſom Gentleman; and 2 
fine Gentleman, and 4 ſweet Gentleman, that way here” 
that loves me, and I love him; and if he ſees you ſpeale 
to me any more, hell thraſh your Jacket for” you, he 
Will, you" great Sca-Calf. K 
Ben. What, do you mean that fair. Werther Spark that” 
wor here juſt now? Will he thraſh niy jacket? Let w 
let'n,— But an he comes near me, may-hep' I may 
bave giv'n a filt Eel for's' Supper; for aff that. What 
does Father meat to leave me ont af I come hone, 
with ſuch a dirty Dovydy. Ser; Caf? 1 t Calf 
endughi w Keck yar chale d Fate; you CODED, 
<= mitry thee!' Oohs Il) 1 ent Witch a ſöon, 
aud live upom ſelling cory and wWrerbed Veſſels. 


? 
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Mi. I won't be calld Names nor I won't be abus 
thus, ſo I wore, — If | were  Mn—{Crys - yo durit: 


not talla at this W vou dutſt _ you- 
Tan Barrel. 


SCENE Vil. 


[To them] Mrs. Foreſight and Mrs. Frail. 

Mrs. Fore. They have quarreld juſt as we could wiſh, 

Ben. Tar- Barrel? Let your Swegt- Heart there call me 
fa, if heil take your Part. your. Tom Eſſence, and. Ill ſay 
ſomething to him; Gad II lac& his ; Musk-Doublet for 
bim, Fil make him ſtink; be hall ſmell mote like a Wes⸗ 
ſel. than a. Cixet · Cat. afore L ha dong with, en 

Mrs. Fore, Bleſs me, what's the Matter, Miſi? What. 
— ſhe eryꝰ Vr. Benjamin, What have you done 
to her? 

Ben. Let her cry: The more the cries, the leſs ſhe'll— 
ſhe has been gathering foul Weattier in her Mouth, and 
now rains out at her Eyes, 

Mrs. Fore. Come, Miſs, come along with ma Aud tel 
me, poor Child. 

Mes. Fraik Lord, vahat. ſhall we da, there's my Brather 
Foreſight, aud Sir Sarin coming. Sicher, do vou take 
Miſs down into the Farlour, — carry Mr. Benjamin 
into my Chamber, fox they. muſt net know that they are 
ſalba — Sir, wall you venture, your felt with 
me? [hooking kindly: an him. 


Hen, Venture, Mais, chat L will Wem 


in a Storm. 
SCENE IX. 


Sir Sampſon and Foreſi ge. 
Left em here; what are thi 
boy: He has got her into 4 Corner; — 

Wake hen dad mat her: Phe Rege 

ſharp ſet, coming from Sea; if he ſhould not ſtay for f- 
ving Graee, old Forefoght, but fall to without the Belp of 
2 Parſon, hx? Odd if he fhou'd, I cou'd not be "an gry 
witk him; *twould be but like me, 4 Chip hel 
Block, Ha! thou'rt A o Progretd 
| Cs 


Sir Sam. 
Bex's a brisk 
own Son, faith, 
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as melancholick as if thou hadſt ſpilt the Salt, or par d 
thy Nails on a Sunday: Come, cheer up, look about 
thee: Look up old Star- Gazer. Now is he poring upon 
the Ground for a crooked Pin, or an old Horſe-Nail, 
with the Head towards him, 

Fore. Sir Sampſon, well have the . to Morrow 
M »rning. 

Sir Samp. With all my Heart. 

| Fore. At ten a Clock, punctually at ten. 

© Sir Samp. To a Minute, to a Second; thou ſhalt ſet 
thy Watch, and the Brid ſhall obſerve its Motions; 
they ſhall be marry'd to a Minute, go to Bed to a Minute; 
and when the Alarm ſtrikes, they ſhall keep time like the 
Figures of St, Dunftan's Clock, and Conſummatum eft ſhall 
Ting all oyer the Pariſh 


SCENEX. 


un them] Scandal. 


Sean: Sir $ » fad News. 

- Fore. Bleſs us! ' W 

Sir Samp. Why, what's the Matter? 

Scan. Can't you gueſs at what ought to afflict you and 
him, and 'all of us, more than any thing elſe? 

Sir Samp. Body 'o'me, F don't know any Univerſal 
Grievance, but à new Tax, or the Loſs of the C 
Fleet. Unleſs Popery ſhou'd be landed in the ft, or the 

French Fleet were at Anchor at Blackwall, 

Fran. No. Vadoubtedly, Mr. Foreſight _—_— all this; 
and might have prevented it. 

Fore, Tis no Earthquake! 

Scan. No, not yet; nor Whirlwind, But we don't 
know what it may come tomm——_— ' 

— it has had a Conſequence already that touches us all. 
Sir Samp. Why, body o'me, out — | 
| + Scan, Something has appear'd to Valenting— 
He's gone to Bed 't, and very i He ſpeaks lit- 
tle, yet he ſays he has, a World to fay. Asks for his Fa- 
ther — the — Foreſight ; talks of | and 
the Ghoſt of Lilly, He has Secrets to impart I ſuppoſe 


* 


— , 


to won two, I cin get nothing, out of him but Sight 
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He defires he may fee you in the Morning, but would 
not be difturb'd to Night, becauſe he has ſome Bulineſs 
to do in a Dream. 

Sir Samp. Hoity toity, what have I to do with bis 
Dreams or his Divination——Body o'me, this is a Trick 
to defer ſipning the Conveyance. I warrant the Devil 
will tell bim in a Dream, that he muſt not part with his 
Eſtate. But I'll bring him a Parſon to tell him, that the De- 
vil's a Lyar Or if that won't do, III bring a Lawyer 
that ſhall out- ye the Devil. And ſo Pl try whether my 
Black- Guard or his ſhall get the better of the Day. | 


SCENE xl. 5 


Scandal, Foreſight. 4 
Scan. Alas, Mr. Foreſight, I'm afraid all is not right 
You are a Wiſe Man, and a Conſcientious Man ; a Sear- 
cher into Obſcurity and Futurity ; and if you commit an 
Error, it is with a great deal of Conſideration, and Diſ- 
cretion, and Caution —— _ n= 
Fore, Ah, good Mr. Scandal es 
Scan. Nay, nay, tis manifeſt; I do not flatter you 
But Sir Sampſon is haſty, very haſty ;—I'm afraid he is not 
ſcrupulous enough, Mr. Foreſight He has been wicked, 
and Heav'a grant he may mean well in this Affair with 
you — But my Mind gives me, theſe things cannot be 
wholly i ificant. You. are wiſe, and ſhou'd not be 
over · reach d, methinks you ſhou'd not n 
Fore. Alas, Mr. Scandal, Humanum eſt errare. 
Scan. You ſay true, Man will err; meer Man will err 
but you are ſomething more There have been 
wiſe Men; but they were ſuch as you — Men who con- 


ſulted. the Stars, and, were Obſervers of Omens Solomon 


was wiſe, but how? — by his judgment in Aſtrology — 
So ſays Pineda in his Third Book and Eighth Chapter 
Fiore. You are learn'd, Mr. Scandal ———, _ 
* Scan, A Trifler—but a Lover of Art And the + 
Men of the Eaſt ow'd their Inſtruction to a Star, whic 

is rightly obſery'd by Gregory the Great in Favour of A- 
ſtrology! And Albertus Magnus makes it the moſt valua- 
ble Science, Becauſe, ſays he, it teaches us to conſider the 
Eauſation of Cauſes, in the Cauſes of things: 


Fore, 
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r you, Mr. Scaidal—T did wot 

+ think you had been read in theſe matters Few Young 
Men arc inclin'd | 


Scan. I thank my Stars that bave inclined me——PBut } 
fear this Marriage and making over this Eſtate, this tranſ- 
ferritig of a rightful Inheritance, will bring Judgments 
upon ut. 1 propheſy it, and I wou'd not have the Fate 
of Caſſaridra, not to be believ'd. Valentine is diſturb'd, 
What can be the Cmiſe of that? and Sir Samppon ivhurry'd 
on by an unuſual Violence fear he does not ack whol- 
y — bimſelf; methinks be does not look as he uſed 
2 * 


Fore, He was always of an impetuous Nature — But as 
to this Marriage I bave conſulted the Stars; and all Ap- 
Nearances are Nrofperous — | 
Leah. Come, come, Mr. Foreſghr, let not the Proſpect 
of worldly Lucre carry you beyond your judgment, nor 
a _ your Confcicnce—You are not fatisfy'd that you 

Jonny. . | 

Fore, How! 4a jp Sima Fo! 

Sean. You are not fatisfy'd, 1 fay—fT am Toth to dif- 
courage you But it is palpable that you are not ſatiify d. 

Fore, How does it appear, Mr. Scandal? I think I am 
very well fatisfy'd. | | | | 

Sean. Either you ſuffer your felt to deceive your (elf ; 
er you do not kiiow your ſelf. 

Fore. Pray explain your ſelf. © 
Scam. Do you fleep well o'nights? 

Pre. Very well. * 8 

Sean. Are you certain? You do not look ſa. 
© Fore, I am in Health, I think. | 
Scam. So Wis Valentine this Morning; and look'd juſt 


G. | 

Pen. How! Am I alter'd any way? 1 don't perceive if. 
Sean That may be, but your Beard is longer thad it 
n two Hours apo. EDT OT 
Tee. Ladecd! Ben me. 


80 
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Fore, I proteſt I Bor 


* 


+ # "Is 
» .- —— 


but I muſt work 


i!; tin. Sid adi SY 
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b ID m . Forefight. | 
Mrs, Fore. Husband, will L N Bed? IN ten #- 

Clock. Mr. Scandal, your Servant. _— 
Scan, Pox on her, ſhe bas interrupted my Deſign —.- 
ber into the Project. Tou keep» early 

Hours, Madam. a 


: Wes. Fire, Mr. Forefight is punctunf we fir op after 
im. ew | 
Fo. My Dear, pray lend me your Olaſs, your little 
Lobking-giaff. all ws Far f | 
Scan. Pray, lend it him, Madam I'll ceell\youtheResfor 
[She gives him the Glaſs; Scandal and fit whifher,} My 
aſſion for you is grown ſo violent that I am av longer 
Maſter of my ſelf— I was interrupted in the Morni 
when you had Charity enough to give me your Atten- 
tion, and I had Hopes ering mother ede of 
explining my ſelf to you—but was difappointed aff this 
Day; and the Uneafineſs that has attended me ever fitcy, 
brings me now hither at this unſeaſonable Hour. 
Mrs. Fore, Was there ever ſuch Impudence, to make 
have to me before my Husband't Face? I'll ſwear I'll 
tell him. | 
Scan. Do, I'll die a Martyr, rather than diſchim my 
Pafflon. But come a littie färther this Way, aud INN tell 
you what Project I had to get him. out of the way; that 
tight Have an Opportunity of waiting upon you, [/Phiſer, 
| TleToteſigbt hoking in the Glaſs, 
Fore. 1 do not ſee any Revolation here;—— Methioks 1 
lapk with a ſerene and benign aſpe ct — pale, a little pale 
but the Roſes of theſe Checks have been gather d ma 
Yeats;——ha!t 1 do not kke that ſudden Fluſhing—Gogs 
already !——hem, hem, hem! faintiſh. My Heart is pret- 
ty good; yet it beats; and my Pulſes, ha I have none 


cap. on men m- > Teh, . we on 
Pp; gallop, gallop, gallop, gillop, gallop, hey]! Whither wi 
they hart he Wy rn y're gone again—Agd now I 


faint again; and pale again, and fem! and my hem 
breath, hem! — TOS ſhort; hem! hem! be, he, hem! 
* | Scan. 


62 Loves „er Loy. 
Scan. It takes, purſue it in the Name of Love and 
ure. ' . - _ 
Mrs. Fore. How do you do, Mr. Foreſight? 
Fore. Hum, not ſo well as I thought I was. Lend 
me your Hand. 


Scan. Look yeu there now Voiur Lady ſays, your 


Sleep has been 1 of late. 
Fors. Very likely. 


Mrs. Fore. O mighty reſtleſs, but I was afraid to tell 
him ſo, He has been ſubject to Talking and Starting. 
Scan. And did not uſe to be ſo. ae wh 
Mrs. Fore, Never, never; till within theſe three Nights; 


I cannot Gay, that he has once broken my Reſt, fince we 


have been marry d. 
Fore. I will go to Bed. 


Scan. Do ſo, Mr. Foreſight, and fay your Pray'rs—He 


looks better than he did. 
Mrs. Fore. Nurſe, Nurſe! 
. Fore. Do you think ſo, Mr. Scandal? 


Scan. Yes, yes, I hope this will be gone by Morning, 


taking it in time. | 
"Fore, 1 hope fo. 


SCEN E XII. 

Re IIe them] Nurſe. 

Mes, Fore, Nurſez your Maſter is not well; put him 
to . | | a EF * 

Scan. T hope you will be able to fee Valentine in the 
Morning, —you had beſt take alittle Diacodion and Cow- 
ba 4nd and lic upon your Back, may be you may 

eam. ee | 
Fore. I thank you, Mr. Scandal, I will — Nurſe, Et 
me have a Watch-Light, and lay the Crums of Comfort 


— 9 —ͤ nam 


- 
— : 
CY - 


Nurſe. Yes, Sir. 5 dag ne, —. 
* Scan. No, no, you look much better. A. 3 
Tore. Do I? And d'ye hear .—bring 


* 
o 


within a Quarter of Twelve—hem—he, hem!—juſt up 


mm. eo of IF" 
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hope; neither the Lord of my Aſcendant, nor the Moon 


will be combuſt; and then I may do well, 

Scan. I hope ſo—— Leave that to me; I will erect a 
scheme; and I hope I ſhall find both Sed and Venus in the 
ſixth Houſe. | | 


Fore. I thank you, Mr. Scandal, indeed that wou'd be © 


a great Comfort to me, Hem, hem! good Night. 


SCENE XIV. 


Scandal, Mrs. Foreſight. 


Scan. Good Night, good Mr. Foreſight;—and I hope 
Mars and Venus will be in Conjuaction;—while your 
Wife and I are together. | 
Mrs, Fore, Well; and what uſe do you hope to make 
of this Project? You don't think that you are ever like 
to ſucceed in your Defign upon me. | | 

Scan. Yes, Faith I do; I have a better Opinion both of 
you and. my ſelf, than to deſpair, | 

Mrs. Fore. Did you ever hear ſuch a Toad—— hak'ye 
Devil; do you think any Woman honeſt? 9 

Scan, Yes, ſeveral, very honeſt they 'I cheat a little 
at Cards, ſometimes, but that's nothing. : 

Mrs, Fore, Pſhaw ! but virtuous I mean, dd 

Scan. Yes, Faith, I believe ſome Women are virtuous 
too; but tis as I believe ſome Men are Valiant, thro 
Fear For why ſhou'd a Man court Danger, or a We- 
man ſhun Pleaſure. l 

Mrs, Fore. O monſtrous! What are Conſcience and Ho- 
nour? 

Scan. Why, Honour is a publick Enemy; and Conſci- 
ence a Domeſtick Thief; and he that wou'd ſecure his 
| Pleaſure, muſt pay a Tribute to one, and go halves with 
tother. As for Honeur, that you have ſecur d, for you 
have purchas d a perpetual Opportunity for Pleaſure. 
Mrs, Fore. An Opportunity for Pleaſure | a 

Scan. Ay, your Husband, a Husband is an Opportuni- 
ty for Pleaſure, ſo you have taken care of Honour, and 
tis the leaſt I can do to take care of Conſcience. a 
Mrs. Fore. And ſo you think we are free for one another? 

Scan. Yes Faith, I think ſo; I love to ſpeak my 
Mind, Mrs, Fore, 


- 4" Anas > afhkun 72 _— A 
* ” » it. 4 


— — 24 


— Sr „ „ IND 
— — + IL ye IR g Fa 4 a 
_ . = TY 4 2 : * . * we "A 


ny 
2 


** PAX FT Or „ <a. £2 


4 
1 
f 
- 
VN 
"il 
_ 
. 
: 
; 
1 
1 * 
= 
2 1 
4 
14 
14 
= 
. 
14 
1 
ö 
_—_ 
_ 
"I, 
. 
: 
3 
N 


64 Lovs /r Loves. 


M. Pre. Why ther PIF my Mind. Now ar to 
this Affair between an thee you" mike loye 
to m „ Plliconfeſs it does not d iſpleuſe me. YourPer. 
ſon is endugli, and your' Underſtanding is net 


Sem. T Have no great Opinion of my ſelf; but I think, 
I'm neither de form d, nor à Fool. * 

Mrs. Fore. But you have a villainous Character ? you are a 
Libertine in Speech, as well as Practice. 

Scan. Come, I know what ou wou'd ſay,— you think 
it more dangerous to be ſeen in Converſation with me, 
than tei allow forme other Men the laſt Favour; you miſ- 
wier; che Liberty I rake. in talking is purely affected; for 
the Service of your Sex. He thav firlf eries out ſtop 
Thief, is often he that has ſtol'n the Treaſure; I am a 
that acł by Confederacy; and if you pleaſe, we'll 
put a Trick upon the World. | 

Mre Fre. Ay; but you are ſuch an univerſul Jugler;,— 
that I'm afraid you have @ great many Confederates. 
Seim Faith, 12 

Mrs. Fore. O, | you're impudent. 
San. Fil-Awear you're handſom. 


Mrs, Fore. Piſh, you's tell me ſo, the? you did not 


think ſo. 

dun And you'd think fo, tho' I ſhou'd not tell you ſo: 
Aud now I think we know one another pretty well, 
Ira Fore: © Lord who's here ? . Fe" 


8 GEN E XV. 
[To them] Mrs. Frail aud Ben. 


Den. Meſs, I love to ſpeak my Mind—Pather has no- 
thing to do with me.—Nay, I can't fay that neither; he has 
fomething to do with me. Bat vrhat does that fignify ? If ſo 
be, that dent minded to be ſteer d by Him; tis as tho f 


he ſhould ſtriye againft Wind and Tide. 


Mrs. Frail. Ay but, my Dear, we muft keep it ferret, 
Yilf re Eftarebe fertled; for you know marrying withoac 
an Eſtate, is Trke failing in a Ship withoar Ball h 

Bev, He, he, he; why that's true; juſt ſo for all the 


World it is indeed, as like as two Cable Roper. 


Mrs. Fru, 
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Mrs. Frail, And tho? I have a good Portion; you know 
one would not venture all/in-one Bottom, Hl 

Ben, Why that's true again; for may-hap one Bottom 
may ſpring a Leak Tou have hit itindeed, Meſs you've 
nick'd the Channel. 

Mrs. Frail. Well, but if you ſhou'd forſake me after all, 
you'd break my Heart. Ty 

Ben, Break your Heart? I'd rather the Mary go ſhowd 
break her Cable in a Storm, as well as I love her. Fleſh, 
you don't think Pm falſe-hearted; like a Land-Man, A 
Sailor will be honeſt, tho'f- may hap he has never 2a Penny 
of Mony in his Pocket - May - bap I may not. have 
ſo fair a Face, as a Citizen or a Courtier; but for all that, 
* « good Blood in my Veins, and-a- Heart as ſound as 
a Bisket. 2 Y "i GY 

Mrs. Frail. And will you love-me always? \ wal 

Ben. Nay, an I love once, I'll ſtick like Pitch; I tell 
you that. Come, Il! ſing you a Song of a Sailor. 

Mrs. Frail. Hold, there's my Siſter, II. call her to 


o 


bear it. 


Mrs, Fore. Well; I won't go to Bed to my Husband to 
Night; becauſe III retite to: my own CharaBet, and 
think of what you havt' ſaid. POP "IE 
Scan. Well; you'll give me leave to wait upon you to 
your Chamber-Door ; and leaye'you my laſt Inſtructions? 
Mrs; Fore, Hold, here's my Siſter coming towards us. 
Mrs. Frail. If it won't interrupt you, III entertain you 
with a Song. 1 AL 
Ben. The Song was made updfi one of dur Ships-Crew's 
Wife; our Boat-ſwain made the Song, may-hap you may 
know her, Sir. Before ſhe'wis marry'd, ſhe was call'd 
Buxom Joan of Deptford © R 
Scan. I have heard of her. | 
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BALLAD. 
Set by Mr. Folm Evcles, 


I. 


Soldier and a Sailor, 
| A Tinker, and a Tailor, 
Had once a doubtful Strife, Sir, 
To make a Maid a Wife, Sir, 
I hoſe Name was Buxom Joan. 
For now the Time was ended, 
When ſhe no more intended, 
'To lick her Lips at Men, Sir, 
And gnaw the Sheets in vain, Sir, 
And lye N ights alone. 


| II. 

The Soldier fwore like Thunder, 
He lov'd her more than Plunder; 

And ſhew'd her many a Scar, Sir, 

That he had brought from far, Sir, 

With fighting for her Sake. 
The Tailor thought to pleaſe her, 
With off ring her bis Meaſure. 

The Tinker too with Mettle, 

Said he could mend her Kettle, 

And flop up ev'ry Leak. 


1 III. 
But while theſe three were pratmg, 
The Sailor ſlily waiting, | 
Thought if it came about, Sir, 
That they ſhould all fall out, Sir: 
He then might play his Part. 
And juſt e en as he meant, Sir, 
To Logger heads they went, Sir, 
And then he let fly at her, 
A Shot "twixt Wind and Water, 
4 That won this fair Maid's Heart. 


Ben. If ſome of our Crew that came to ſee me, are 
not gone; you ſhall ſee, that we Sailors can dance ſome- 
times, as well as other Folks. ¶ Hhiſtles.] I warrant that 
brings em, an they be within hearing. | 

Enter Seamen. +. 
Oh here they be — And Fiddles along with em; 
come, my Lads, let's have a Round, and III make one, 


to care for. Thus we live at Sea; eat Bisket, and drink 
Flip; put on a clean Shirt once a Quarter Come 
home, and lie with our Landladies once a Year, pet rid of 
a little Mony; and then put off with the next fair Wind. 
How d'ye like us? Ain | 


Mrs, Frail, O'you age the happieſt, merrieſt Men a- 


live, 


Entertainment, 
I believe it's late: * 
Ben. Why, forſooth, an you think ſo, you had beſt 


go to Bed. For my Part, I mean to toſs a Can, and re- 


member my Sweet-Heart, a- fore I turn in; may-hap I 
may dream of her. FO gb 45 | 

Mrs, Fore, Mr. Scandal, you had beſt go to Bed and 
dream too. n . 

Scan, Why Faith, I have a good lively Imagination; 
and can dream as much to the Purpoſe as another, if I 
ſet about it: But dreaming is the poer Retreat of a lazy, 
hopeleſs, and imperfe& Lover; tis the laſt Glimpſe of 
Love to worn- out Sinners, and the faint dawning of a 
Bliſs to wiſhing Girls, and growing Boys, 8 


There's nought but willing, waking Love, that can * # 


Make Bleft the Ripen'd Maid and finiſh'd Man. 
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Dance. 
Ben. We're merry Folks, we Sailors, we han't much 


Mrs. Fore. We're bedolden to Mr. Benjamin for this | 
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148 T. WM SCENE ER: 
Valentines Lodging. I 


Scan. ELL, is your Maſter ready; does. he look 
+ madly, and talk madly? | | 
Fere, Yes Sir; you need make no great deubt of that; 

he that was ſo near turning Poet yeſterday Morniug, cau't 

de much to ſeek in playing the Madman to Day. 
kh the Rea · 


Scan, Would he have Angelica acquainted w 
Ton of his Defign? | 
Fere. No, Sir, not yet; — He bas a Mind to try, 
whether his playing the Madman, won't make her play 
the Fool, and all in Love with bim; or at leaſt own, 
that ſhe has loy'd him all this while, and conceal'd it. | 
Scan. I ſaw her take Coach juſt now with her Maid; 
and think I heard her bid the Coachman dtive hither, 
Fere. Like enough, Sir, for 1 told her Maid this Morn- 
ing, my Maſter was un ſtark mad only for Love of her 
Miſtreſs;.. I hear a Cc-:h ſtop; if it- ſhould be ſhe, Sir, I 
believe he would not ice ber, till he hears how ſhe takes 


K. a. 7 
Scan. Well, I'll try ber tig Me. here ſlice comes. 
SCENE II. WF 
q 
4 
4 


ns 


| [Tb them) Angelica with. Jentry,, 

Ang. Mr. Scandal, I ſuppoſe. you dt think” it 2 
Novelty, to ſee a Woman vines Flt at his own Lody- 
ings in a Morning "HD 

Scan, Not upon à kindiOccafion,. Madam. But when 
a Lady comes tyrannically to inſult a' rain'& Lover, and 7 + 
make manifeſt the cruel Triumphs of her Beauty; the a 
Barbarity of it ſomething ſur prizes me. 

Ang. | don't like Raillery from a ſerious Face — pray 
tell me what is the Matter? | 

Fera.- No ſtrange Matter, Madam; my Maſter's mad, i 
that's al: F ſuppoſe your Lady ſhip has thought him ſo a 
great while, 

Ang. 
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Arg. How dye mean, mad ? 

Fere. .Why .taith, .Madam, he's, mad for want of his 
Wits, juſt as he was poor. for want.ot- Mony; his Head 
is cen as light as his Pockets; and. any Body that has a 
mind to a bad Bargain, can't do better than to beg him 
for his Kſtate. | 


jo 


ook Ang. If vou ſpeak Truth, your endeavouring at Wit is 
very unſeaſonable | | 

at; Scan. She's cancera'd,, and, loves him. [A/ide, 

mt Ang. Mr. Scandal, you can't think me guilty of fo 


much lnbumanity, as not to be concern'd. for a Man I 
ea» If muſt. own my ſelf oblig d to — pray tell me Truth. 
Scan. Faith, Madam, I, with telling a Lye: would mend 
fy, the Matter. But this is no ne Effect of. an unſucceſsful 
ay Paſſion. 
'n, Avg. L 4fpde.] I know. not what to. think —— Yet I 
| ſheu'd be vext to have a Trick put upon me—— May I 
d; vot ſee-bim? 
Scan. Em afraid the Phyſician is not willing you ſhowd 


n- ſee him yet Feremy, go in. and enquire. 
1 SCENE III. 
es | Scandal, Angelica, Jenny. 
ö Ang. Ha! I faw n In 1 fanſy tis a 
Trick —— I'ltry —— E-wonld diſguiſe to all the Warld 3 
Failing, which I muſt own to you. I. (car, my Hap- 
pineſs depends upon the Recovery of Halemine. There 
fore I conjute you, 28 y0u are. his / Friend, and as you have 
Compaſſion upon ane- fearful. of Affliction, to tell me 
what I am to hope for I cannot. ſpeak —— But you 
may tell me, tell me, for you kn⁰ͥOV What I. wou'd. ask? 
| Sea. So, this is pretty plain Be not too much 
concerned, Madam; I hope his Condition is not deſperate: 
| An Acknowledgment of Love from Jou, perhaps, may 
work a Cure; ag che Fear of, your. Averfian occaſion d his 


Ang. L aſide.] Say: you ſo; day then Pm convinced: 
And if I don't play Trick, ſor Trick, may I never taſte 


the Pleaſure of qr ailing —äͤ— ot. Love! 
1 find-you have miſtaken my Compaſſion, .-and think. me 


guilty of a Weakneſs I am a Stranger to. But I have yy 
| muc 
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much Sincerity to deceive you, and too much Charity to 
ſuffer him to be deluded with vain Hopes. Good-naturi| 
and Humanity oblige me to be concern d for him; but tol; 

love is neither in my Power nor Inclination; and if he 

can't be cur'd without I ſuck the Poiſon from his Wound, 
I'm afraid he won't recover his Senſes till J loſe mine. 

Scan. Hey, brave Woman, I faith —— Won't you ſee 
him then, if he defire it? 

Ang. What 19 —9 a Madman's Defires? Beſides, twoud 
make me uneaſy — If I don't fee him, perhaps my Con. 
cern for him may leſſen — If I forget him, tis no more | 
than he has done by himſelf; and now the Surprize iz 
over, methinks I am not half ſo ſorry as I was 

Scan. So, faith Good-nature works apace; you were | 
confeſſing juſt now an Obligation to his Love. 

Ang. Bar I have conſider d that Paſſions are unreaſona- 
ble and involuntary; if he loves, he can't help it; and if! 
I don't love, I can't help it; no more than he can help | 
his being-a Man, or I my being a Woman; or no more | 
than I can help my want of Inclination to ſtay longer 


here Come, Fenny. 
SCENE IV. 


Scandal, Jeremy. a 
Scan, Humb! — An admirable Compoſition, Faith, 
this ame Womankind. 1 ; 

Fere. What, is ſhe gone, Sir? | 

Scan. Gone; why ſhe was never here, nor any where | 

| elſe; nor I don't know her if I ſee her; nor you neither, | 

Fere, Good lack! What's the matter now? Are any | 

more of us to be mad? Why, Sir, my Maſter longs to | 

ſee her; and is almoſt mad in good earneſt, with the | 
Joyful News of her being here. 

Scan. We are all under a: Miſtake — Ask no Queſtions, 
for I can't reſolve you; but I'll inform your Maſter, In | 
the mean time, if our Project ſucceed no better with his 
Father, than it does with his Miſtreſs, he may deſcend 
from his Exaltation of Madneſs into the Road of common 
Senſe, and be content only to be made a Fool with other 
reaſonable People. I hear Sir Sampſon. You know your 


Cue; I'll te your Maſter, | 
| SCENE 
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SCENE V. 


Jeremy, Sir Sampſon Legend, with a Lawyer. 

Sir Samp. D'ye ſee, Mr. Buckram, here's the Paper fign'd 
with his own Hand. | 

Buck. Good, Sir, And the Conveyance 1s ready drawn 
in this Box, if he be ready to ſign and ſeal. 

Sir Samp. Ready, Body o'me, he muſt be ready: His 
Sham-Sickneſs ſhan't excufe him — O, here's his Scoun- 
drel. Sirrah, where's your Maſter ? 

Fere. Ah, Sir, he's quite gone. | 

Sir Samp. Gone! What, he is not dead? 

Fere. No, Sir, not dead. 

Sir Samp. What, is he gone out of Town, run away; 
ha! has he trick'd me? ſpeak, Varlet. 

Fere. No, no, Sir, he's ſafe enough, Sir, an be were 
but as ſound, poor Gentleman, He is indeed here, Sir, 
and not here, Sir. 

Sir Samp. Hey day, Raſcal, do you banter me ? 


Sirrah, d'ye banter me, —— Speak, Sirrah, where is he, 


for I will find him. | 

Fere. Would you could, Sir; for be has loſt himſelf, 
Indeed, Sir, 1 have almoſt broke my Heart about him — 
I can't refrain Tears when I think of him, Sir: I'm as 
melancholy for him as a Paſling- Bell, Sir; or a Horſe in a 
Pound. | s . 6 

Sir Samp. A Pox confound your Si militudes, Sir —— 
Speak to be underſtood, and tell me in plain Terms what 
the Matter is with him, or I'll crack your Fool's Scull. 

Fere. Ah, you've hit it, Sir; that's the Matter with him, 
Sir; his SkulPs crack*d, poor Gentleman; he's ſtark mad, 
Sir. - 

Sir Samp. Mad! 

Buck. What, is he Non Compos ? 

Fere. Quite Non Compos, Sir. 

Buck. Why then all's obliterated, Sir Sampſon, if he be 
Non Compos mentis, his Act and Deed will be of no Ef- 
tec, it is not good in Law. | 

Sir Samp. Oons, I won't believe it; It me ſee him; 
Sir—— Mad, I'll make him find his Senſes, | 


Tee, 
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Fere. Mr. Scandal is with him, Sir; Ill knock at the 
Door. Wi [Goes to the Scene, which open;, 


vS T'E NE VL 


Sir Sampſon, Valentine, Scandal, Jeremy,. and Lawyer. 
Valentine aan à Couch diſorderly dreſs.) 

Sir Samp. How now, wyhat's here to co? 
Pal. Hal Who's that? [Starting. 
Scan. For 'Heav'ns ſake ſoftly, Sir, and gently ; don't 
yoke him. | 

Pal. Anſwer me; Who is that? and that? 
Sir Samp. Gads bobs, does he not know, me? Ts he 
miſchievous? I'll ſpeak gently —— Val, Val. doſt thou 
not know me, Boy? Not know thy on Father, Val! [ 
am thy own Father, and this is honeſt Brief Buckram the 
"Lawyer. | 
World is full — There are People that we do know, 
and People that we do not know; ard yet the Sun ſhines 
upon all alike — There are Fathers that have many Chil- 
_ dren; and there are Children that have many Fathers 
tis/ſtrange! But I am Truth, and come to give the World 
the Lye. | 
Bir Samp. Body o'me, I know not what to ſay to him. 
yal. Why does that Lawyer wear black? — Does he 
carry his Conſcience withoutfide? —— Lawyer, what art 
thou? Doft thou know me? 4 | | 
Buckr. O Lord, what muſt I ſay? —— Yes, Sir. 
Val. Thou lyeſt, for I am Truth. Tis bard I cannot 
get a Livelibood amongſt you. I have been. ſworn out of 
oſtminſter-Hall the firſt-Day of every Term — Let me 
ſee No matter how long —— But Tl tell you one 
thing; it's a Queſtion that would puzzle an Arithme- 
tician, if ycu ſhould ask him, - whether the Bible faves 
more Souls in V eſ . minſter- Abby, or damns more: inHeſt- 
- eninſler-Hall ; For my part, I am Truth, and can't tell; [ 
- have very few: Acquaintance. 
Sir Samp. Body o'me, he talks ſenſibly in his Madneſs 
. =o—_Has he no Intervals? 
Fere, Very ſhort, Sir. 


Fucker, 
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Bucky, Sir, I can do you no Service while he's in this 
Condition: Here's your Paper, Sir —— He may do me a 
Miſchief if I ſtay —— The Conveyance is ready, Sir. It 
he recover his Senſes. 


SCENE VII. 
Sir Sampſon, Valentine, Scandal, Jeremy. 


Sir Samp. Hold, hold, don't you go yet. 

Scan, You'd better ler him go, Sir; and ſend for him if 
there be Occaſion; for I fancy his Preſence provokes him 
more. 

Pal. Is the Lavvyer gone? Tis well, then we ma 
drink about without going together by the Ears — heig 
ho! What a Clock ist? My Father here. Your Bleſling, 
Sir? 

Sir Samp. He recoyers —— bleſs thee, yal. How 
doft thou do, Boy? 

Val. Thank you, Sir, pretty well —— 1 have been a 
little out of Order; won't you pleaſe to fit, Sir? 

me. | 
71 Sir, tis my Duty to wait. 

Sir Samp. No, no, come, come, fit thee down, honeſt 
Val: How doſt thou do? let me feel thy Pulſe — Oh, 
pretty well now, Val: Body o'me, | was forry to ſee 
thee indifpoſed : But I'm glad thou art better, honeſt Val. 

Val. I thank you, Sir. 

Scan. Miracle! the Monſter grows loving. [ Afide. 

Sir Samy. Let me feel thy Hand — Vat : po 
not ſnake I believe thou canſt wrice, Val: Ha, Boy? 
thou canſt write thy Name, Val? —— Feremy, ſtep and 
overtake Mr. Buckran, bid him make hatte back with the 
Conveyance — quick — quick. ¶ In Whiſper to Jeremy. 


SCENE VIII. 
Sir Sampſon, Valentine, Scandal. 
Scan. That ever I ſhou'd ſulpe& ſuch a Heathen of any 


| Remorſe! LAſide 


—— <4 


D Sirz 
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Sir Samp. Doſt thou know this Paper, Val? I know 
thou'rt honeſt, and wilt perform Articles. 1 
[Shews him the Paper, but holds it aut of his Reach. 
Val. Pray let me fee it, Sir. You: hold it ſo far off, 
that I can't tell whether I know it or no. Le 
Sir Samp. See it, Boy? Ay, ay, why thou doſt ſee it 
— tis thy own Hand, Vally. Why, let me fee, I can 
read it as plain as can be: Look you here [Reads.] The 
Condition of this Obligation Look you, as plain as can 
be, ſo it begins —- And then at the Bottom ---- Fs witneſs 


any Hand, VALENTINE LEGEND, in great Let- 
ters. Why, tis as plain as the Noſe in one's Face: What, 
are my Eyes better than thine? I believe I can read ĩt far- 


ther off yet let me ſee, *» | 
[Stretches his Arm as far as he can. 


Val. Will you pleaſe to let me hold it, Sir? 

Sir Samp. Let thee hold it, fay'ſt thou —— Ay, with 
all my Heart —— What matter is it who holds it? What 
need any body hold it? I put it up in my Pocket, 
val. and then no body need hold it [Puts the Paper in his 
Pactet.] There Val: it's ſafe enough, Boy — But thou 
ſhalt have it as ſoon as thou haſt ſet thy Hand to another 
Paper, little Val. 

a CEN.E IX. 

| [To them] Jeremy with Buckram. 

Val. What, is my bad Genius here again! Oh no, tis 
the Lawyer with an itching Palm; and he's come to be 
ſcratch'd —— My Nails are not long enougl Let 
me have a Pair of Red-hor Tongs quickly, quickly, and 
you ſhall ſee me a& St. Dunſtan, and lead the Devil by 
the Noſe. 3 | 

Buckr, O Lord, let me be gone; I'll not venture my 
ſelf with a Madman. 


SCE N E X. 
Sir Sampſon, Valentine, Scandal, Jeremy. 


Val, Ha, ha, ha; you need not run ſo faſt, Honeſty 
will not overtake you------ Ha, ha, ha, the Rogue found 
me aut to be in Forma Pauperis preſently. 

K Sir 
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Sir Samp. Oons! What a Vexation is here! I knew not 
what to do, or ſay, nor which way to go. 

Val. Who's that, that's out of his way? -I am Truth, 
and can ſet him right--- Harkee, Friend, the ſtraight Road 
is the worſt way you can go — He that follows his 
Noſe always, will yery often be led into a Stink. Proba- 
tum eſt. But what are you for? Religion or Politicks? 
There's a couple of Topicks for you, no more like one 
another than Oil and Vinegar; and yet thoſe two beaten 
_— by a State-Cook, make Sauce for the whole 

ation. = 
Sir Samp. What the Devil had I to do, ever to beget 
Sons? Why did I ever marry? 
Pal. Becauſe thou wert a Monſter; old Boy? The two 


teſt Monfters in the World, are a Man and a Woman? 


What's thy Opinion ? 

Sir Samp. Why, my Opinion is, that thoſe two Mon- 
ſters join'd together, make yet a greater, that's a Man and 
his Wife. 


Val. A ha! Old True penny, ſay'ſt thou ſs: thou haſt 


nick'd it But it's wonderful range, Feremy. 
Ferse. What is, Sir? 
Val. That gray Hairs ſhou'd cover a green Head ----... 
and I make a Fool of my Father. What's here! Erra 
Pater: or a bearded Sibyl? If Propheſy comes Truth muſt 


give place, 


SCENE xX, 


_” Sampſon, Scandal, Foreſight, Mrs. Foreſight, 
| Mrs, Frail. 


Fore. What ſays he? What, did he propheſy? Ha, Sir 
Sampſon, bleſs us! How are we? 7 

Sir Samp. Are we? A Pox o'your Prognoſtication ----- 
Why, we are Fools as we uſe to be----- Oons, that you 
cou'd not forſee; that the Moon wou'd predominate, and 
my Son be mad .- Where's your Oppoſitions, your 
Trines, and your Quadrates------ What did your Cardax 
and your Prolomy tell you? Your Meſſahalah and your 


Longomontanus, your Harmony of Chiromancy with 
Aſtrology. Ah! pox on't, that I that know the World, 
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and Men and Manners, that don't believe a Syllable in the 
Sky and Stars, and Sun and Almanacks, fand traſh, ſhould 
be directed by a Dreamer, an Omen-hunter, and defer 
Buſineſs in Expectation of a lucky Hour, When, Body 
o me, there never was a lucky Hour after the firſt Oppor- 


tunity. 
SCENE XII. 


Scandal, Foreſight, Mrs, Foreſight, Mrs. Frail, 
Fore, Ah, Sir Sampſon, Heav'n help your Head 
This is none of your "ew Hour; Nemo onmibus horis 
ſapit. What is he gone, and in contempt of Science! Ill 
Stars, and uncenvertible Ignorance attend him. 
Scan. You muft excuſe his Paſſion, Mr. Foreſight ; for 
he has been heartily vex'd His Son is Now cem pos 
mentis, and thereby incapable of making any Conveyance 
in Law; fo that all his Meaſures are diſappointed. 
Fore. Ha! ſay you ſo? 
Mrs. Frail, What, has my Sca-Lover loſt his Anchor of 
Hope then? [Ade to Mrs. Foreſight. 
Mrs. Fore. Oh Siſter, what will you do with him? 
Mrs. Frail, Do with him, ſend him to Sea again in the 
next foul Weather He's us'd to an inconſtant Element, 
and won't be ſarpriz'd to ſee the Tide turn'd. 
Fore. Wherein was I miſtaken, not to foreſee this? 
[ Conſiders, 
Scan. Madam, you and I can tell him ſomething elſe, 
that he did not foreſee, and more particularly relating to 
his own Fortune. [ Aſide to Mrs. Foreſight, 
Mrs. Fore. What do you mean? I don't underſtand you. 
Scan, Huſh, ſoftly —— the Pleaſures of laſt Night, my 
Dear, too conſiderable to be forgot ſa ſoon. | 
Mrs, Fore. Laft Night! and what wou'd your Impu- 
dence infer from laſt Night? laſt Night was like the 
Night before, I think. 
Scan. S death, do you make no difference between me 
and your Husband? | | 
Mrs, Fore, Not much, —— he's fuperſtitious; and you 
are mad ia my Opinion. ths 1 
Scan. You make me mad You are not ſerious — 
Pray recollect your ſelt. 
Mrs, Fore. 
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Mrs. Fore, O yes, now I remember, you were very 
impertinent and impudent, —— and would have come to 
Bed to me. | 

Scan. And did not? 


Mrs, Fore. Did not! With that Face can you ask the 


Queſtion ? 

Scan. This I have heard of before, but never believ'd. I 
have been told, ſhe had that admirable Quality of forget- 
ting to a Man's Face in the Morning, that ſhe bad lain 
with him all Night, and denying that ſhe had done Fa- 
yours with more Impudence, than ſhe cou'd grant em 
Madam, I'm your humble Servant, and honour you. 


—— You look pretty well, Mr. Foreſight. — How did 


you reſt laſt Night? 


Fore, Truly Mr. Scandal, I was fo taken up with broken 


Dreams and diſtracted Viſions, that I remember little, 
Sean. *Twas a very forgetting Night, —— But would 
_ not talk with Valentine, perhaps you may underſtand 

im; I'm apt to belieye, there is ſomething myſterious in 
his Diſcourſes, and ſometimes rather think bim inſpir'd 
than mad. 

Fore, You ſpeak with finevlar good Judgment, Mr 
Scandal, truly, — TI am iacliniag to your Turf Opinion 
in this Matter, and do reverence a Man whom the vuigar 
think mad. Let us go to him. | 

Mrs. Frail. Siſter, co you ſtay with them; I] find out 
my Loyer, and give him his Diſcharge, and come to yuus 
O'my. Conſcience here he comes, 


SCENE XIlL 


Mys, Frail, Ben, 
Ben. All mad, I think Plcſh, I believe all the Ca · 
lentures of the Sea are come »fhore, for my part. 
Mrs. Frail, Mr, Benjamin in Choler ! 
Ben. No, I'm pleas'd well enough, now I have found 


you, —— Meſs, I have had ſuch a Hurricane upon your 
Account yonder, 


Mrs, Frail, My Account, pray what's the Matter? 


Ben. Why, Father came and found me ſquabling with 


yon chitty-tac'd thing, as he would have me marry, — 
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ſo he ask'd what was the. Matter. He ask d in a furly 
ſort of a way — (it ſeems Brother Val. is gone mad, 
and ſo that put'n into a Paſſion; but what did I know 
that, what's that to me?) —— So he ask'd in a ſurly ſort 
of manner, — and Gad I anſwer'd en as ſurlily, What 
tho'f he be my Father, I an't bound Prentice to en 
ſo faith I told'n in plain Terms, if I were minded to 
marry, I'd marry to pleaſe my ſelf, not him: And for 
the young Woman that he provided for me, I thought it 
more fitting for her to learn her Sampler, and make Dirt- 
Pies, than to look after a Husband; for my part I was 
none of her Man. I had another Voyage to make, let 
him take it as he will. ; 
Mrs. Frail. So then, you intend to go to Sea again? 
Ben. Nay, nay, my Mind run upon you. but f 
wou'd not tell him ſo much —— So he ſaid he'd make 
my Heart ake; and if ſo be that he cou'd get a Woman to 
his Mind, he'd marry himſelf, Gad, ſays I, an you play 
the Fool and marry at theſe Years, there's more Danger 
of your Head's aking than my Heart, — He was woundy 
angry when [I gav'n that wipe. He had'at a Word to 
ſay, and ſo I left'n, and the green Girl together; may- 


hap the Bee may bite, and he'll marry ber bimſelf, with 


a] my Heart. 

Mrs. Frail. And were you this undutiful and graceleſs 
Wretch to your Father? 

Ben, Then why was he graceleſs firſt, — If I am un- 
Cutiful and pracelefs, why did he beget me ſo? I did 
not get my fe] | 

Mrs, Frail, O Impiety! How have I been miſtaken! 
What an inhuman mercileſs Creature have I ſet my Heart 
vpon? O I am happy to have diſcover'd the Shelves and 
Quick ſands that lurk beneath that faithleſs ſmiling Face. 

Ben. Hey toſs! What's the Matter now? Why you 
ben'r angry, be you? 

Mrs, Frail. O ſee me no more, — for thou wert 
born amongſt Rocks, ſuck''d by Whales, cradled in a 
Tempeſt, and whiſtled to by Winds; and thou art come 
forth with Fins and Scales, and three Rows of Teeth, a 


moſt outragious Fiſh of Prey. 
Ben. 
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Ben. O Lord, O Lord, ſhe's mad, poor:young Woman, 
Love has turn'd her Senſes, her Brain is quite overſet. 
Well-2-day, how ſhall 1 do to ſet her to rights. 

Mrs, Frail, No, no, | am not mad, (Monſter, I am 
wiſe enough to find you out. Hadſt thou the Impu- 
dence to aſpire at being a Husband with that ſtubborn and 
diſobedient Temper? — You that know not how to 
ſubmit to a Father, preſume to have a ſufficient Stock of 
Duty to undergo a Wife? I ſhould have been finely fobb'd 
indeed, very finely fobb'd. 

Ben. Harkee Forſooth; if ſo be that you are ia your 
right Senſes, d'ye ſee; for onght as I perceive Pm like to 
be finely fobb'd, ——if I have got Anger here upon your 
Account, and you are tack'd about already. — What d'ye 
mean, after all your fair Speeches, and ſtroaking 
Cheeks, and kiſſing and hugging, what wou'd you ſheer 
off ſo? Wou'd you, and leave me aground? 

Mrs. Frail. No, I'll leaye you a-drift, and go which 
way you will. 

Ben. What, are you falſe-hearted then? 

Mrs. Frail, Only the Wind's chang d. 

Ben. More ſhame for you, — the Wind's chang d? 
It's an.ill Wind blows no Body good, — may-hap I have 
a good riddance on you, if theſe be your Tricks — what 
did you mean all this while, to make a Fool of me? 
Mrs. Frail Any Fool, but a Husband, | 

Ben. Husband! Gad I wou'd not be your Husband, if 

ou wou'd have me; now I know your Mind, tho't you 
your Weight in Gold and Jewels, and tho'f I loy'd} 
you never ſo well. : 

Mrs. Frail. Why, can'ft thou love, Porpuſſe ? 

Ben. No matter what I can do; don't call Names,. 
I don't love you ſo well as to bear that, whatever I did. 
—— Pm glad you ſhew your ſelf, Miſtreſs: Let 
them marry you, as don't know you: Gad-I know 
you too well, by fad Experience; I believe he that mar- 
ries you will go to Sea in a Hen-peck'd Frigat —— | be- 
lieve that, young Woman —— and may-hap may come 
to an Anchor at Cuckolds- Point; ſo there's a Daſh for you, 
take it as you. will, may-hap you may holla af er me 
when I won't come too. | 
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Mrs. Frail. Ha, ha, ha, no doubt ont. My true 
Love is gone 1% Son = LSings. 


SCENE XIV. 


Mrs. Frail, Mrs. Foreſight. 
les. Frail. O Siſter, had you come a Minute ſooner, 
you would have ſeen the Reſolution of a Lover, 
Honeſt Tarr and I are parted; — and with the ſame In- 
difference that we meet; — O' my Life I am half vex d 
at the inſcnfibility of a Brute that I deſpis'd. 
Mrs. Fore. What then, he bore it moſt heroically? 
Mes. Frail. Moſt Tyrannically, — for you ſee he bas 
got the ſtart of me; and I the poor forſaken Maid am left 
complaining on the Shore. But III tell you a Hint that 
he has given me; Sir Sampſon is enraged, and talks de- 
ſferately of committing Matrimony himſelf. If be has 
a Mind to throw hioafelf away, he can't do it more ef- 
fectually than upon me, if we could bring it about. 
Mrs. Fore. Oh hang him old Fox, he's too cunning, 
befides he hates both you and me. — But I bave a Pro- 
jecłk in wy Head for you, and I have gone a good way 
towards it, I haye almoſt made a Bargain with Feremy, 
Valentine s Man, to ſell his Maſter to us. | 
Mrs. Frail. Seil him, bow? | 
Mrs. Fore. Valentize raves Angelica, and took me 
for her, and Feremy ſays will take any body for her that 
he impoſes on him. Now I have promiſed him Moua- 
tains; if in one of his mad fits he will bring you to him 
in her ſtead, and get you marry'd together, and put to 
Bed together; and after Conſummation, Girl, there's no 
Teyoking. And if he ſhould recover his Senſes, hel} be 
glad at leaſt to make you a good Settlement — Here they 
come, ſtand afide a little, and tell me how you like the 


SCENE XV. 
Nuri. Foreſight, Mrs. — — Scandal, Foreſight, 


_  Sran, And bare you given your Maſtcr a hint of their 
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Fere. Yes, Sir; he ſays he'll favour it, and miſtake ber 
for Angelica. 

Scan. It may make us ſport. 

Fore, Mercy on us! 

Val. Huſht ——= [nterrupt me not I whiſper Pre- 
diction to thee, and thou ſhalt Propheſy;- — I am Truth, 
and can teach thy Tongue a ine Trick, —— I have told 
thee what's paſt, —— Now Pll tell what's to come; —— 
Doſt thou know what will happen to Morrow 
Anſwer me not for I will tell thee, To Morrow; 
Knaves will thrive thro* Craft, and Fools thro' Fortune; 
and Honeſty will go as it did, Froft-nipt in a Summer” 
Suit. Ask me Queſtions concerning to Morrow ? | 

Scan, Ask, him, Mr. Forefoght. 

Fore. Pray what will be done at Court? 

Val. Scandal will tell you; — am Truth, I never 
come there. 

Fore. In the City? 

Val. Oh, Prayers will be mid in empty Churches, at the 
uſual Hours, Yet you will fee ſuch zealous Faces behind 
Counters, as if Religion were to be fold in every Shop, 
Oh things will go methodically in the City, the Clocks 
will ſtrike twelve at Noon, and the horn'd Herd Bux in 
the Exchange at Two. Wives and Husbands will drive 
diſtin& Trades, and Care and Pleaſure ſeparately occupy 
the wy Coffee- Houſes will be full of Smoke and 
Strat And the cropt 2 that foveeps his Ma- 
ſter's Shop in the Morni may ten to one dirty his 
Sheets e Night. But there are two things that you 
will fee very ſtrange; which are — Wives, with 
their Legs at Liberty, and tame Cuckolds, with Chains 
about their Necks, But hold, I muſt examine you before 
I go further; you look ſuſpiciouſly Are you a Hugband ? 

Fore. Iam merried. 

Val. Poor Creature! Is your Wife of Covent-Garde 
Pariſh! 

Fore, No; St. Martin's in the Fields. 

Val. Alas; poor Man; his Eyes are ſunk, and bis 
Hands fhrivell'd: his Legs dwind!'d, and his Back bow'd, 


pray, pray, for a — ä Change thy — 
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and ſnake off. Age; get the Medea's Kettle, and be boil'd 
anew; come forth wich lab' ring Callous Hands, a Chine 


of Steel, and Atla, Shoulders. Let Taliacatius trim the 


Calves of twenty Chairmen, and make thee Pedeſtals to 
ſtand erect upon, and look Matrimony in the Face. Ha, 
ha, ha! That a Man fhou'd have a Stomach to a Wedding 
Supper, when the Pidgeons ought rather to be laid to his 
Feet, ha, ba, ha. | 

_ Fore. His Frenzy is very high now, Mr. Scandal. 

Scan, | believe it is a Spring Tide. 

Fere. Very likely truly; you underſtand theſe Matters 
----- Mr. Scandal, I ſhall be very glad to confer with you 
about theſe things which be has utter d.——— His Sayings: 
are very Myfterious and Hieroglypbical. 

Val. Ob, why would Angelica be abſent from my Eyes 
10 long? | | 
Fere. She's here, Sir. 
rs. Fore. Now, Siſter. 

Mrs. Frail. O Lord, what muſt I ſay? 

Scan. Humour him, Madam, by all means. 

Val. Where is ſhe? Oh I ſee her ſne comes, like 
Riches, Health fand Liberty at once, to a deſpairing, ſtar- 
ing, and abandon'd Wretch, 


Oh welcome, welcome. 


Mrs. Frail. How d'ye you, Sir? Can I ſerve you? 
| Val. Harkee z----- I have a Secret to tell you----- Endy- 
mien and the Moon ſhall meet us upon Mount Larmos, 
and we'll be married in the dead of Night - But ſay not 
a Word, Hymen ſhall put his Torch into a dark Lanthorn, 
that it may be ſecret; and Juno ſhall give her Peacock 
Foppy- Water, that he may fold his ogling Tail, and Argus s 
— Eyes be ſhut, ha? No body ſhall know, but 
Mrs. Frail. No, no, we'll keep it ſecret, it ſhall be 


_ preſently. : 
Fal. The ſooner the better ---- Jeremy, come hither ----- 
cloſer ----- that none may over-hear us; ---— Feremy, I can 
tell you News; Angelica is-turn'd Nun; and I am turn- 
ing Friar, and yet we'll —— another in ſpite of the 
Pope: Get me a Coul and Beads, that I may, play my 

| parts. 
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part, ----- For ſhe'll meet me two Hours hence in black 


and white,. and a long Veil to cover the Project, and we 
won't ſee one anothers Faces, till we have done ſome- 


thing to be aſham'd of; and then we'll bluſh once 
for all, 5 | 


SCENE XVI. 


[Tv them] Tatttle and Angelica. 
Fere. 11! take care, and 
* Pal. Whiſper. fe 
Ang. Nay, Mr. Tattle, if you make Love to me, you 
ſpoil my Deſign, for I intend to make you my Confident. 
Tait. But, Madam, to throw away your Perſon, ſuch a 
Perſon! and ſuch a Fortune on a Madman 
Ang. 1 never loyd him till he was mad; but don't 
tell any Body ſo. 37 
Scan, How's this! Tattle making Love to Angelica ! 


Tait. Tell, Madam! alas you don't know me ——— 1 


have much ada to tell your Ladyſhip; how long I have 
been in Love with you— but encourag'd by the Impoſſi- 
bility of Valentines making any more Addrefſes'to you, I 
have ventur d to declare the very inmoſt Paſſion of my 
Heart. Ob, Madam, look upon us both. There you ſee 
the Ruins of a poor decay d Creature 
leat and lively Figure, with Youth and Health, and all 
is five Senſes in perfection, Madam, and to all this, the 
moſt paſſionate Lover 
. Ang. O ty for ſhame, hold your Tongue, A paſſi nate 
Lover, and five Senſes in perfection! when you are as 
mad as Valentine, I'll believe you love me, and the mad- 
deft ſhall take me. 
Nl. It is enough. Ha! Who's here? | 
Frail. O Lord, her coming will ſpoil all, [To Jeremy. 
Fere, No, no, Madam, he won't kaow ber; if be 
ſhou'd, I can perſuade him, 
Val. Scandal, who are theſe? Foreigners? -1f they are, 
II tell you what I think-——— get away all the Com- 


paoy but <gelica,. that 1 may diſcover my Deſign to ber. 


[Wai/per. 
Sun. 
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Scan. I will—— bave diſcovet'd fomething lof Tarte, 
that is of a piece with Mrs. Frail, He courts Angelica; if 
we cou d contrive to couple em together Hark ee ---- 
xder. 
Re _ Fore, He won't know you, Couſin, he knows no 
v. | 
Fore. But he knows more than any body, — Oh Niece, 
he knows things paſt and to come, and all the profound 
Secrets of Time. | 3 
Tatt. Look you, Mr. Foreſight, it is not my Way to 
make many Words of Matters, and ſo I ſhan't fay much, 
—— But in ſhort, d'ye fee, I will hold you a hundred 
Pound pow, that I know more Secrets than he. 0 
\ Fore, How! I cannot read that Knowledge in your 
Face, Mr. Taste Pray, what do you know? 
Tat. Why, d'ye think I'll tell you, Sir! Read it in my 
Face? No, Sir, tis written in my Heart; and ſafer there, 
Sir, than Letters writ in Juice of Limon, for no Fire can 


tetch-it out. —— 1 i | 
Val. Acquaint Feremy with it, he ing it 
chour.— They e in em © my fot 


[To Scanea).} What, do you look ſtrange upon me? —— 
Then I muſt be plain, [Coming up to . Ft am Troth, 
and hate an old Acquaintance with a new Face. 
| | {Scandal goes afide with Jeremy. 
Turt. Do you know me, Valentine 
Val. You? Who ore you? No, I hope not. 
Tait, I am Jack Tattile, your Friend. | 
Val. My Friend, what to do? I am no married Man, 
and thou canſt not The with my Wife: T am very poor, 
and thou canſt not borrew Mony of me: Then what 
Employment have I for a Friend? | 
Tatt. Hah! A good open Speaker, and not to be truſted 
with a Secret, | 
Ang. Do you know me, Valentine 
Val. Oh very well. 
Ang. Who am I? | 
Val. You're a Woman, — One to whom Heay'n gave 
Beauty, when it grafted Roſes on a Briar, You are the 
Reflection of Heay'n in a Pond, and he that leaps at you 
is 


Love fir Love. 35 
is ſunk. You are all white, a Sheet of lovely ſpotleſs 
Paper, when you fiſt are born; but you are to be {crawls 
and blotted by every Gooſe's Quill, I know you; for 1 
— P tracy and Toy'd her 1o long, that I found out a 
an ing: 1 found out what a Woman was 
Te. Ay, prithee, what's that? good 1 
Val, Why, to keep a Secret. 
Tait. O Lord! * 
Val. O exceeding to a Secret: For tho 
ſhould tell, yet ſhe is not to pu Ade es 
Tatt, Hah! good again, faith, Ade; 
| L | would have Muſick Sing me the Song that 
e 


S O NG. 
Set by Mr. Finger; 


I, 
Tell the, Charmion, could 1 Time reprieve, 
And could again begin to Love aud Live, 
To you I ſhould my earlieſt Off rig give; 
I know, my Eyes would lead my Heart to you, 
And I ſhould all my Vows and Oaths renew, 
Bus to be plain, I never would be true. 
"= Þ "i! | 
For by our weak and weary Truth, T find, 
Love hates to center in 4 Point an d; 
But runs with Foy the Circle of the Mind. 
Then never ler us chain ſhow's be free, 
But for Relief of either Sex agree : | 
Stzce Worzen love to change, and ſo do we. 


No more, for I am melancholy. [Walks muſerg. 
ere, IIl do't, Sir. [ To Scandal. 
can. Mr, Foreſight, we had beſt leave him. He may 

grow outragious, and do Miſchief. 

Fore. I will be directed by you. 

© * Fore, [To Mrs. Frail.] You'll meet, Madam; —— PII 

take care every thing ſhall be ready. We 3 
' 7835 
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8 Mrs. Frail, Thou ſhalt do what thou wilt, in ſhort, 1 


will deny thee nothing. ED "= 

Tatt. Madam, ſhall I wait upon you? [To Angelica. 
Ang. No, I'll ſtay with him — Mr. Scandal will protect 
me. Aunt, Mr. Tattle deſires you would give him leave 
to Wait on you. | 

Tatt. Pox ont, there's no coming off, now ſhe haz 
ſaid that — Madam, will you do me the Honour? 

Mrs. Fore, Mr. Tattle might have us'd leſs Ceremony. 


SCENE XVI. 


Angelica, Valentine, Scandal. 


Scan. Feremy, follow Tattle, 

Ang. Mr. Scandal, I only ſtay till my Maid comes, and 
becauſe I had a mind to be rid of Mr. Tattle. 

Scan. Madam, E am very glad that I over-heard a bet- 
ter Reaſon, which you gave to Mr. Tattle; for bis Im- 
pertinence forc'd you to acknowledge a Kindneſs for 
Valentine, Which you deny'd to all his Sufferings and my 
Sollicitations. 80 II leave him to make uſe of the Diſ- 
covery; and your Eadyſhip to the free Confeſſion of your 


Inclinations. 

Ang. Oh Heav'ns! You won't leave me alone with 2 
Madman ? | | | a | 
Scan. Ne, Madam; I only leave a Madman to his 


SCENE XVIII. 
Angelica, Valentine. 


Val. Madam, you need not be very much aftaid, fer 1 
fancy I begin to come to my ſelf. 

Ang. Ay, but if I don't fit yeu. Ill be hang d. [ Aſide. 

Val. You ſee what Diſguiſes Love makes us put on; 


| Gods have been in counterfeited Shapes for the ſame 


Reafon; and the divine Part of me, my Mind, has worn 
this Maſque of Madneſs, and this motly Livery, only as 
the Slave of Love, and menial Creature of your Beauty. 


Ang. Mercy on me, how he talks poor Valentine. 


2 
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val. Nay Faith, now let us underſtand one another. 
Hypocriſy apart The Comedy draws toward an 
end, and let us think of leaving acting, and be our ſelyes ; 
and ſince you have loy'd me, you .own, I have * 
length deſery'd you ſhou d confeſs it. 

Ang. [Sighs.] 1 would I had loy'd you — for Heaw'n 
knows I pity you; and could I have forſeen the bad 
Effects, I wou'd have ſtriven; but that's too late. [Sighs 

Val. What fad Effects? What's too late: my ſcem- 
ing Madneſs has deceiv'd my Father, and procur'd me 
time to think of Means to reconcile me to him; and 
preſerve the right of my Inheritance to his Eſtate; which 
otherwiſe by Articles, I muſt this Morning have refign'd: _ 
And this I had inform'd you of to Day, but you vrere ; 
gone, before I knew you had been here. | 

Ang. How! | thought your Love of me had caus'd this 
Traniport in your Soul; which it ſeems, you. only coun- 
terfeited; for by mercenary Ends, and ſordid Iatereſt,— 

Val. Nay, now you do me Wrong; for if any Intereſt 
was conſider'd it was yours; fince I thought I wanted 
more than Love, to make me worthy of you. | 
Ang. Then jiyou thought me mercenary —— But how 
am I deluded by this interval of Senſe, to reaſon with 2 
Madman? | 

Val. Ob, tis barbarous to miſunderſtand me longer, 


SCENE XIX. 


[To them] Jeremy, 

Ang. Oh here's a reaſonable Creature — fure he will 
not have the Impudence to perſevere — Come Feremy, 
acknowledge your Trick, and confeſs your Maſter's Mad- 
neſs counterfeit. Lis 

ere. Counterfeit, Madam! I'll maintain him to be as 
abſolutely and fubſtantially mad, as any Freeholder in 
Bethlehem; Nay, he's as mad as any Projecter, Fanatick, 


Chymiſt, Lover, or Poet in Europe. | 


Val. Sirrah, you lye; I am not mad. 

Ang. Ha, ha, ha, you ſce he denies it. a 

Fere. O Lord, Madam, did you ever know ny Mad- 
man mad enough to own it? 175 ä 


Val, 


oe Loves ne 


Pal. Sot, can't you apprehend? 
Ang. Why he talk d very ſenſibly juſt now; 
Fere, Yes, Madam; he bas Intervals: But you ſee he 


begins to look wild again now. 
Val. Why you thick-skull'd Raſcal, I tell you the Farce 
is done, and I will be mad no longer. [ Beats him, 
Ang. Ha, ha, ha, is he mad, or no, ? 


Fere. Partly I think — for he does not know his 
own Mind two Hours — Tm fore I left him juſt now, 
in the Humour to be mad: And I think 1 have not found 
him very quiet at this preſent, Who's there? 

| One knocks. 

Val. Go fee, you Sot. I'm very glad that I can move 
your — — _ 8 _ ion. * 4 

Ang. I did not think you bad Apprehen enough to 
be exceptious: But Madmen fray themſelves moſt, by 
over-pretending to a ſound Underſtanding; as drunken 
Men do by over- acting Sobriety ; I was half inclining te 
believe you, till I accidentally rouch'd upon your tender 
Part: But now you have reſtord me to my former 
Opinion and Compaſſion. | 

Fere, Sir, your Father has ſent to know if you are any 


better yet —— Will you pleaſe to be mad, Sir, or how? 


Val, Stupidity ! You know the Penalty of al I'm worth * 
muſt pay for the Conſeſſion of my ; Pm mad, and 
will be mad to eyery Body but this Lady. 

Fere. So — Juſt the very backſide of Truth. But 
lying is a Figure in Speech, that interlards the greateſt 

rt of my Converſation —— Madam, your ip's 
Woman, . 


SCENE XX. 


Valentine, Angelica, Jenny. 
Ang. Well, have you been there? — Come hither; 
Femy. Yes, Madam, Sir Sampſon will wait upon you 
preſently. | 3 — to Angelica. 
Val. You are not leaving me in this Uncertainty? 
Ang. Wou d any thing, but a Madman complain of Uncer- 


tainty? Uncertainty and Expectation are the Joys of Life. 


Securit) 
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Security is an inſipid thing, and the overtaking and poſſeſ. 


fing of a Wiſh, diſcovers the Folly of the Chale. Never let 
us know one another better: for the Pleaſure of a Maſ. 

uerade is dane, when we come to ſhew our Faces; but 
71 tell you two things before I leave yon; I am not the 
Fool you take me for; and you are mad, and don't 
know it. | 


- 


SCENE XXL 


Valentine, Jeremy, GaF: 
Val. From a Riddle you can expect nothing but a 
* There's my Inſtruction, and the Moral of my 
Leſſon. 
ere. What, is the Lady an, Sir? I ou 
hn one another — 2 
Val. Underſtood! She is harder to be underſtood than a 
Piece of Ægyptian Antiquity, or an ITriſþ Manuſcript; you 
may pore till you ſpoilt your Eyes, and not improve your 
Knowledge. | | 
Fere, I have heard em ſay, Sir, they read hard Hebrew 
Books backwards; may be you begin to read at the 
wrong end. | | 
Val. They fay ſo of a Witches Prayer, and Dreams and 
Dutch Almanacks are to be underſtood by contrar ies. But 
there's Regularity and Method in that; the is a Medal 
without a Reverſe or Inſcription, for Indifference has 
both ſides alike, Yet while ſhe does not ſeem to hate 
me, I will purſue her, and know ber if it be poſſible, in 
ſpite of the Opinion of my Satirical Friend, Scandal, 
Who ſays, a 


| That Wamen are like Tricks by ſlight of Hand, 
Which, ts admire, we nat underſt and. 


TY 


ACT 


go Love for LOVE. 


ACT v. SCENE I. 
A Room in Forefight's Hear. 
Angelica, and jenny. 


me, he would be here before me? 

enny. He's at the great Glaſs in the Dining-Room, 
Madam, ſetting his Cravat and Wig. 
- Ang: How! I'm glad on't — If he has à mind I 
ſhould like him, it's a ſign he likes me; and that's more 
than half my Deſign. 

Fenny. I bear him, Madam, * 

Ang. Leave me, and d'ye hear, if Valentine ſhou'd come, 
or ſend, Iam not to be ſpoken with. 


S'CE NE IL 

* Angelica, Sir Sampſon. 

Sir Samp. I have not been honour'd with the Com- 
mands of a fair Lady, a great while — odd, Madam, you 
have reviy'd me Not fince I was five and thirty. 
Ang. Why, you have no great Reaſon to complain, 
Sir Samf/an,"that is not long ago. 

Sir Samp. Zooks, but it is, Madam, a very great while; 
te a Man that admires a fine Woman, as as I do. 

Ang. Youre an abſolute Courtier, Sir Sampſon. | © 

Sir Samp. Not at all, Madam: Ods-bud you wrong 
me; I am not ſo old neither, to be a bare Courtier, only 
a Man of Words: Odd, I have warm Blood about me yet, 
and can ſerve a Lady any way — Come, come, let me 
tell you, you Women think a Man old too ſoon, faith and 
troth you do —— Come, don't deſpiſe fifty; odd fifty, in 
a hale Conſtitution, is no ſuch contemptible Age. 

Ang. Fifty a contemptible Age! Not at all, a very 
fafhionable Age I think I aſſure you, I know very 
conſiderable Beaus, that fet a good Face upon fitty, 
fifty! I baye ſeen fifty in a fide Box by Candle-Light, 
out-bloſſom five and twenty. 


r YA HERE is Sir Sampſon? Did you not teh 


Sir 
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Sir Samp. Outſidos, Outſides; a pize take em, meer 
Outſides: Hang your Side- Box Beaus; no, I'm none of 
thoſe, none of your forc'd Trees, that pretend to bloſſom 
in the Fall; and Bud when, they ſhould bring forth Fruit: 
I am of a lonp-liv'd Race, and inherit Vigour, none of 
my Anceſtors marry d till fifty; yet they begot Sons and 


Daughters, till fourſcore: I am of your Patriarchs, I, a. 


Branch of one of your Antedilwuian Families, Fellows, 
that the Flood could not waſh away. Well, Madam, 
what are your Commands? Has any young Rogue af- 
fronted you, and ſhall I cut his Throat? or ——_ 
Ang. No, Sir Sampſon, I have no Quarrel upon my 
Hands I have more Oceaſion for your Conduct than 
your Courage at this time, To tel} you the Truth, I'm 
weary of living fingle, and want a Husband. | 

Sir Samp. Odsbud, and tis pity you ſhould —— Odd, 
wou'd ſhe wou'd like me, then I ſheu'd hamper my young 
Rogues: Odd, wou'd ſhe wou'd: faith and troth ſhe's 
deviliſh handſom, [4{ide.] Madam, you deſerve a good 


Husband, and twere pity you ſhou'd be thrown away 


upon any of theſe young idle Rogues about the Town. 
Odd, there's ne'er a young Fellow worth hanging, 
that is a very young Fellow — Pize on *em, they nevec 
think beforehand of any thing; — And if they commit 
Matrimony, tis as they com mir Murder; out of a Frolick : 
And are ready to hang themſelves, or to be hang'd by the 
Law, the next Morning: — Odſo, havea care, Madam. 

Ang. Therefore I ask your Advice, Sir Sampſon; I have 
Fortune enough to make any Man eafy that I can like; If 
there were ſuch a thing as a young agreeable Man with a 
reaſonable Stock of Good- nature and Senſe —— For 1 


would neither have an abſolute Wit, nor a Fool. 


Sir Samp. Odd, you are hard to pleaſe, Madam; to 
find a young Fellow that is neither a Wit in bis ownEye, 
nor a Fool in the Eye of the World, is a very hard Task. 
But, faith and troth you ſpeak very diſcreetly; for I hate 
both a Wit and a Fool, 


Ang. She that marries a Fool, Sir Sampſon, forfeits the- 


Reputation of her Honeſty or Underſtanding: And ſhe 
that marries a very witty Man is a Slave to the Severity 
and inſolent Conduct of her Husbacd, I fhould like a 

1 Man 
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Man of Wit for a Lover, becauſe I would have ſuch a 
one in my Power; but I would no more be his Wife, 
than bis Enemy. For his Malice is not a more terrible 
Conſequence of his Averfion, than his Jealouſy is of bis 
Love. 

Sir Samp. None of old Foreſight's Sibyls ever utter'd 
fuch a Truth. Odsbud, you have won my Heart: I hate 
a Wit; I bad a Son that was ſpoil'd among em; a | 
hepeful Lad, till he learn'd to be a Wit— —And might 
have riſen in the State But, a pox on't, his Wit run 
him out of his Mony, and now his Poverty has run him 
out of his Wits, * | 

Ang. Sir Sampſon, as your Friend, I muſt tell you, you 
are very much abus d in that matter; he's no more mad 
than you are, 
Sir Samp. How, Madam! Wou'd I cou'd prove it, 

Ang. I cen tell you how that may be done— But it is 


a thing that wou'd make me appear to be too much con- 


cern'd in your Affairs. 

Sir Samp. Odsbud, I believe ſhe likes me [ 4fide.] — 
Ah, Madam, all my Affairs are ſcarce worthy to be laid at 
your Feet; and I wiſh, Madam, they were in © better 
Poſture, that I might make a more becoming Offer toa 


Lady of your incomparable Beauty and Merit. If I 


Peri in one Hand, and Mexico in tother, and the 
Eaftery Empire under my Fect; it would make me only 
—— glorious Victim to be offer 'd at the Shrine of your 

ty. | 

Ang. Bleſs me, Sir Sampſon, what's the Matter? 

Sir Samp. Odd, Madam, I love—— And if you would 
take my Advice in a Husband 

Ang. Hold, hold, Sir Sampfjen, I ask'd your Advice for 
s Husband, and you are giving me your Confent—1 was 
indeed thinking to propoſe ſomething like it in Jeſt, to 
fatis'y you about Valentine: For if a Match were ſeeming- 
ly carried on, between you and me, it would oblige him 
to throw off his Diſguiſe of Madneſs, in Apprehenffon ot 
loſing me: For you know ke bas long pretended a Paſli- 
on for me. 

Str Samp. Gadzooks, a moſt ingenious Contrivance— 
If we were to go through with it. But why _ — 

atc 
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Match only be ſeemingly carry d on?— Odd, let it be 
à real Contract. 

Ang. O fy, Sir Sampſon, what would the World ſay? 

Sir Samp. Say, they would ſay, you were a wife Wo- 
man, and I a happy Man, Odd, Madam, Pit love you 
25 long as I live, and leave you a good Jointure when I 
die. 

Ang. Ay; but that is not in your Power, Sir Samp/on; 
for when Valentine confeſſes himſelf in his Senſes, he muſt 
make over his [nheritance to his younger Brother. | 

Sir Samp. Odd, you're a cunning, a wary Ba ! 
Faith 22d Troth I like you the better—But, I — 
you, I have a Proviſo in the Obligation in favour of my 
{elf —— Body o'me, I have a Trick to turn the Settle- 
ment upon the Iſſue Male of our two Bodies begotten. 
Ods-bud let us find Children, and Ill find an Eſtate ! 

Ang. Will you? Well, do you find the Eſtate, and leave 
the r'other to 3 MR" al | 
Sir Samp. O e! : you. ] will you 

conſeat ? fe ir a Match then? | 7 

Ang. Let me conſult my Lawyer concerning this Ob- 
ligationz and if I find what you propele practicable; Pl 
give you my Anſwer, 

Sir Samp. With all my Heart; — Come in with me, 
and I'll lend you the Bond You ſhall conſult your Law- 
yer, and Il} conſult a Parſon; Odzooks I'm a young Man: 
Odzooks I'm a young Man, and I'll make it appear 
Odd, you're deviliſh handſom: Faith and Troth, you're 
very handſom, and Pm very young, and very luſty —— 
Odsbud, Huſſy, you know how to chooſe, and ſo do l 
Odd, I think we are very well met; Give me your 
Hand, odd, let me kiſs it; tis as warm and as ſoft—as 
what? Odd, as Yother Hand—give me tether 
Hand, and Pl mumble em, and kiſs em till they melt 
in my Mouth. | 

Ang. Hold, Sir You're profuſe of your 
Vigour before your time: You'll ſpend your Eſtate before 
you come to it. 

Sir Samp, No, no, only give you a Rent-Roll of my 
Poſſeſſions— Ah! Baggage I warrant you for little Samp- 
In: Odd, Sampjon's a Very good Name for an able Fellow : 

.. ®- Your 
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Your Sampſons' were ſtrong Dogs from the Begin- 
140 
| * 5 Have a care, and don't over- act your Part—— If 
you remember, Sampſon, the ſtrongeſt of the Name, pull'd 
an old Houſe over his Head at laſt. | 

Sir Samp. Say you ſo, Hufſy ?—— Come, let's go then; 
odd, I long to be pulling too, come away —-Od- 
ſo, here's ſome body coming. | Po 

SCENE III. 

OY Tattle, Jeremy, | 

Tutt. Is not that ſhe, gone out juſt nov??? 

Fere. Ay, Sir, ſhe's juſt going to the Place of Appoint- 
ment, Ah Sir, if you are not very faithful and cloſe in 
this Buſineſs, you'll certainly be the Death of a Perſon 
that has a moſt extraordinary Paſſion for your Honour 
Service. 1 | 

Tatt. Ay, who's that? 

- Fere, Even my unworthy ſelf, Sir - Sir, I have had 
an Appetite to be fed with your Commands a preat 
while; And now, Sir, my former Maſter having 
much troubled the Fc untain of his Underftanding; it is a 
very plaufible Occaſion for me to quench my Thirſt at 
the Spring of your Bounty—1 thought I could not re- 
commend my ſelf better to you, Sir, than by the Delive- 
ry of a great Beauty and Fortune into your Arms, whom 
J have heard you fgh for. | | 

Tatt, Vil make thy Fortune; ſay no more Thou 
art a pretty Fellow, and canſt carry a Meſſage to a Lady, 
in a pretty ſoft kind of Phraſe, and with a good perſua- 
ding Accent. 

ere. Sir, I have the Seeds of Rhetorick and Oratory 
in my Head have been at Cambridge. 

Tatt. Ay; tis well enough for a Servant to be bred at an 
. Univerſity : But the Education is a little too pedantick for 
a Gentleman, I hope you are ſecret in your Nature, 
private, cloſe, ha? | 

Fere. O Sir, for that Sir, tis my chief Talent; I'm as 
ſecret as the Head of Nilus. | 

Tatt, Ay? Who's he, tho'? A Privy Counſellor ? 
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Fre. O Ignorance! [ Aſide.] A cunning Ægyptian, Sir, 
that with his Arms would oyer-run the Country, yet no 
Body could ever find out bis Head-Quarters. 

Tatt. Cloſe Dog! A good Whoremaſter, I warrant him 
——the time draws nigh, Fr. Angelica will be 


veil'd like a Nun; and I muſt be hooded like a Friar; ha, 
Jeremy ? | 

Fere. Ay, Sir, hooded like a Hawk, to ſeize at firſt 
Sight upon the Quarry. It is the Whim of my Maſter's 
Madneſs to be fo dreſs'd; and ſhe is ſo in Love with him, 
ſhe'll comply with any thing to pleaſe him, Poor Lady, 
I'm ſure ſhe'll have reaſon to pray for me, when ſhe finds 
what a happy Exchange ſhe has made, between a Mad- 
man and ſo accompliſh'd a Gentleman, | 
- Tate. Ay Faith, ſo ſhe will, Feremy: You're a good 
Friend to her, poor Creature I ſwear I do it hardly 
ſo much in. conſide ration of my ſelf, as Compaſſion to 
her. 

Fere. *Tis an Act of Charity, Sir, to fave a fine W&- 
man with thirty thouſand Pound, from throwing her- 


ſelf away, | 

Tuts. So tis, faith-— I might have fay'd ſeveral others 
ia my time; but I Gad I never find in my Heart to 
marry any body before. 


Fere, Well, Sir, I'll go and tell her my Maſter's coming; 
and meet you in half a Quarter of an Hour, with your 
Diſpuiſe, at your own Lodgings. . Tou mi talk a little 
madly, ſhe won't diſtinguiſh the Tone of your Voice. 

Tait. No, no, let me alone for a Counterfeit; 
Il be ready for you. 


SCENE IV. 


Tattle, Miſs Prue, | | 


. Miſs. O Mr. Tattle, are you here! I'm glad I have foun 
you; I have been looking up and down for you like any 
thing, 'till I'm as tired as any thing in the World. 

. Tait, © Pox how ſhall I get rid of this fooliſh * 160 

| Aſide, 

Miß. O I have pure News, I can tell you pure News 
.. mt not marry the Seaman 9 
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ther ſays ſo. Why won't you be my Husband? You ſay 
you love me, and yon won't be my Husband. And 1knovy 
you may be my Husbend now if you pleaſe. 

Tat. O fy, Miſs: Who told you fo, Child? 

Miß. Why, my Father told him that you loy'd 


mei 

Tatt. O fy, Miſs, why did you do ſo? And who told 
you ſo, Child? : 

Miſs. Who? Why you did; did not you? 

Tatt. O Pox, that was yeſterday, Miſs, that was a 
great while ago, Child. I have been aſleep ſince; ſlept 
a whole Night, and did not ſo much as dream of the 
Matter. 

Miſs. Pſhaw, O but I dreamt that it was ſo tho”. 

Tast. Ay, but your Father will tell you that Dreams 
come by Contraries, Child O fy; what, we 
muſt not love one another now——Pſhaw, that would 
be a fooliſh thing indeed—— Fy, fy, you're a Woman 
now, and muſt think of a new Man every Morning, and 
forget bim every Night No, no, to marry is to be a 
Child again, and play with the ſame Rattle always: O 
fy, marrying is a paw thing. 

Miß. Well. but don't you love me as well as you did 
laſt Night then? | 

Tatt. No, no, Child, you would not haye me. 

Miſs. No? Yes but I would tho', 

Tart. Pſtawe, but I tel} you, you would not. You 
forget youre u Woman, and don't know your own Mind. 

Mifs. But here's my Father, and he knows my Mind. 


GEN v. 
[To them] Foreſight. 


Fore, O, Mr. Tattle, your Servant, you area cloſe Man 
but methinks your Love to my Daughter was a Secret 
I might have been truſted with. Or had you a mind 
to try if I could diſcover it by my Art——hum, ha! I 
think there is ſomething in your Phyſiognomy, that has 
a Reſemblance of her; and the Girl 1s like me. | 

' Tatt. And ſo you wou'd infer, that you and I are alike - 
bat does the old Prig mean? I'll banter him, and 
laugh 


Love for Lovx. 97 
laugh at him, and leave him. [ Aſide.] I fancy you have 


a wrong Notion of Faces, 

Fore. How? What? a wrong Notion! How ſo? 

Tatt. In the way of Art: I haye ſome taking Features, 
not obvious to vulgar Eyes; that are Indications of a ſud- 
den turn of good Fortune, in the Lottery of Wives; and 
promiſe a great Beauty and great Fortune reſerved alone 
for me, by a private Intrigue of Deſtiny, kept ſecret from 
the piercing Eye of Perſpicuity ; from all Aſtrologers, and 
the Stars themſelves. 

Fore. How! I will make it appear, that what you {ay 
is impoſſible. | 

Tatt. Sir, I beg your Pardon, I'm ia haſte 

Fore, For what? : 

Tait. To be marry'd, Sir, marry'd. 

Fore, Ay, but pray takeMe along with you, Sir 

Tait. No, Sir; tis to be done privately never 
make Confidents. | 

Fore. Well; but my Conſent I mean You won't 
marry my Daughter without my Conſent? | 

Tatt. Who I, Sir? I'm an abſolute Stranger to you and 
your Daughter, Sir. 

Fore, Hey day ! What time of the Moon is this? 

Tate, Very true, Sir, and defire to continue ſo, I have 
no more Love for your Daughter, than I have Likeneſs 
of you; and I have a Secret in my Heart, which you 
would be glad to know, and ſhan't know; and yet you 
ſhall know it too, and be ſorry for't afterwards. I'd have 
you to know, Sir, that I am as knowing as the Stars, and 
as ſecret as the Night. And I'm going to be married juſt 
now, yet did not know of it half an Hour ago; and the 
Lady ſtays for me, and does not know of it yet 
There's a Myſtery for you,—I know you love to unty 
Difficulties—- Or if you can't ſolve this; ſtay here a Quar- 
ter of an Hour, and I'll come and explain it to you, © 


C3880; 


Foreſight, Mis Prue. 

Miſs. O Father, why will you let him go? Won't yeu 

make him to be my Hutband? 
+ Gal E 


Fore, 


| 
1 
| 
| 
| 
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Fore .Mercy on us, what do theſe Lunacies portend ? 
Alas! he's mad, Child, ſtark wilt. 

Miſs. What, and muſt not I have &er a Husband then? 
What, muſt I go to Bed to Nurſe again, and be a Child 
as long as ſhe's an old Woman? Indeed but I won't. For 
now my Mind is fet upon a Man, I will have a Man 
ſome way or other, Oh! methinks Pm fick when I think 
of a Man; and if I can't have one, I wou'd go to ſleep all 
my Life: For when I'm awake-it makes me wiſh and 
long, and I don't know for what—And I'd rather be al- 
ways aſleep, than ſick with thinking. 73 

Fore. O fearful! I think the Girl's influenc'd too. 
Huſſy, you ſhall have a Rod. | 

Miſs. A Fiddle of a Rod, I'll have a Husband: and if 
you won't get me one, I' get one for my ſelf: I' marry 
our Robin the Butler, he fays he loves me, and he's a 
handſom Man, and ſhall be my Husband ; I warrant hell be 
my Husband, and thank me too, for he told me ſo. | 


EN T VT. 


[To them] Scandal, Mrs. Foreſight, and Nurſe. 


Fere. Did he ſo L'. diſpatch; him for't preſently 
Rogue! Oh, Nurſe, come hither, 

Nurſe, What is your Worfhip's Pleaſure? 

Fere, Here take your young Miſtreſs, and lock her up 
preſently, till farther Orders trom me not a word, 
Huſly Do what I bid you, no Reply, away. 
And bid Robin make ready to give an Account of his Plate 
znd Linen, d'ye hear, be gone when I bid you, 

Mrs. Fore. What's the matter, Husband ? 

Fore. *Tis not convenient to tell you now—— Mr, Scan- 
dal, Heav'n keep us all in our Senſes— I fear there is a 
contagious Frenzy abroad. How does Valentine ? 

Scan. O hope he will do well again—I have a Meſſage 
fiom him to your Niece Angelica, 

Fore. | think ſhe bas not return'd; ſince ſhe went abroad 
with Sir Sampſon. Nurſe, why are you not gone? 


SCENE 
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7 4 . 
SCENE VIII. 
Foreſight, Scandal, Muri, Forelight, Ben. 

Mrs, Fore. Here's Mr, Benjamin, «Bey can tell us if his 
Father be come home. . | 

Ben. Who, Father? ay, he's come home with a Ven- 
geance, £1 * 

Mrs, Fore, Why, what's the matter? 

Ben, Matter! Why be's mad. 

Fore; Mercy on us, I was afraid of this. 

Ben. And there's the handſom young Woman, ſhe, as 
In ſay, Brother Val. went mad for, ſhe's mad too, 1 
think, | 

Fore, O my poor Niece, my poor Niece, is ſhe gone 
too? Well, 1 ſhall run mad next. 

Mrs. Fore, Well, but how mad? how d'ye mean? 

Ben. Nay, II! give you leave to gueſs I'll under- 
take to make a Voyage to Antegoa No, hold, I 
mayn't ſay ſo neither But III fail as far as Legi9rn, 
and back again, before you ſhall gueſs ar the matter, and 
do nothing elfe ; Meſs, you may take in all the Points of 
the Compaſs, and nat hit right. | 

Mrs. Fore. Your Experiment will take up a little too 
much time. 

Ben. Why then TI] tell you; there's a new Wed ling 
upon the Stocks, and they two are going to be married 
to rights, 

Scan, Who? 

Ben. Why Father, and the young Woman, I 
can't hit of her Name. a 

Scan. Angelica? 

Ben. Ay, the ſame. 

Mrs, Fore, Sir Sampſon and Angelica, impoſſible! 

Ben. That may be . but l'm fare it is as I tell 
you, 

Scan. 'Sdeath, it's a Jeſt, 1 can't believe it, 

Ben, Look you, Friend, it's nothing ro me, whether 
you believe it or no. What 1 ſay is true; dye ſee, they 


are marricd, or juſt going to be married, I know not 
which, | 


E 2 Fore 
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Fore, Well, but they are not mad, that is, not Luna. 
tick? | 

Ben, I don't know what you may call Madneſs 
But ſhe's mad for a Husband, and he's horn mad, I think, 
or they'd ne'er make a Match together —Here 
they come. 


SONNE HK. 


[To them] Sir Samplon, Angelica, Buckra m. 


Sir Samp. Where is this old Soothfayer? this Uncle of 
mire elect? A ha; old Foreſight, Uncle Foreſight, wiſh me Joy, 
Uncle Foreſight, double Joy, both as Uncle and Aſtrologer; 
here's a Conjunction that was not foretold in all your Exe. 
meris — The brighteſt Star in the blue Firmament — is ſox 

om above, in a Felly of Love, and ſo forth; and I'm Lord 
of the Aſcendant. Odd, you're an old Fellow, Foreſight; 
Uncle I mean, a very old Fellow, Uncle Forejight; and 
yet you ſhalllive to dance at my Wedding; faith and troth 
you ſhall, Odd, we'll haye the Muſick of the Spheres for 
thee, old Lilly, that we will, and thou ſhalt lead up a 
Dance in Via Lactea. | 
Fore, I'm Thunder-ftruck! You are not mauried to my 
Niece? 

Sir Samp. Not abſolutely married, Uncle; but yery near 
it, within a Kiſs of the Matter, as you ſee. 

[Kiſſes Angelica; 

Ang. *Tis very true indeed, Uncle; I hope you'll be my 
Father, and give me, 

Sir Samp. That he ſhall, or I']] burn his Globes—— Bo- 
dy o'me, he ſhall be thy Father, I'll make him thy Father, 
and thou ſhalt make me a Father, and Pl] make thee a 
Mother, and we'll beget Sons and Daughters enow to 
put the weekly Bills our of Countenance. 

Scan, Death and Rell! Where's Valentine? 


SCENE X. 


Sir Sampſon, Angelica, Foreſight, Mrs, Foreſight, Ben, 
Buckram, | 


Mrs. Fore, This is ſo ſurprizing — 
| Sir Sams 
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Sir Samp. How! What does my Aunt ſay? Surprizing, 
Aunt? Not at all, for a young Couple to make a Match 
in Winter? Not at all—lIt's a Plot to undermine cold 
Weather; and deſtroy that Uſurper of a Bed caild a War- 
ming-Pan, | 

Mrs. Fore. Im glad to hear you have ſo much Fire in 
you, Sir Samt ſon. = 

Ben. Meſs, I fear his Fire's little better than Tinder; may- 
hap-it will only ſerve to light up a Match for ſome Body 
elſe, The young Woman's a handſom young Woman, 
can't deny it: But Father, if I might be your Pilot in 
this Caſe, you ſhould not marry her, It's juſt the ſame 
thing, as if ſo be you ſhould fail ſo far as the. Straits 
without Proviſion. | 

Sir Samp. Who gave you Authority to ſpeak, Sirrah ?' 
To your Element, Fiſh, be mute, Fiſh, and to Sea, rule 
your Helm, Sirrah, don't direct me. 

Ben. Well, well, take you care of your own Helm, 
ar you mayiPr keep your new Veſſel ſteddy, 

Sir Samp. Why, you impudent Tarpaulin! Sirrah, do: 
you bring your Forecaſtle Jeſts upon your Father? But I 
ſhall be even with you, I won't give you a Groat. Mr. 
Buckram, is the Conveyance ſo worded, that nothing can 
poſſibly. deſcend to this Scoundrel? I wou'd not ſo much 
as have him have the Proſpect of an Eſtate; tho' there 
were no way to come to it, but by the North. Eaſt Pale 


ſage. 
Buckr. Sir, it is drawn according to your Directions; 
there is not the leaſt Cranny of the Law unſtopt. 5 


Ben, Lawyer, I believe there's many a Cranny and 
Leak unſtopt in your Conſcience — If ſo be that one had 
a Pump to your Boſom, I believe we ſhou'd diſcover a 
foul Hold. They ſay a Witch will fail ia a Sieve— — But 
I-believe the Devil wou'd not venture aboard o'your Con- 
ſcience. And that's for you. 

Sir Samp. Hold your. Tongue, Sirrab, How. now, 
who's here? 


\ 
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S8 E N E. XI. 
[To them] Tattle and Mrs. Frail, - 
Mrs. Frail. O, Siſter, the moſt unlucky Accident. 
Mrs. Fore. What's the Matter ? 
Tatt. O, the two moſt unfortunate poor Creatures in 


the World we are. 
Fore, Bleſs us! How ſo? 


Mrs. Frail. Ah Mr. Tattle and I, poor Mr. Tattle and 1. 


are - I can't ſpeak it out. | 
Tatt. Nor I —— But poor Mrs. Frai! and I are 
- Mrs, Frail, Married. | | 
Mrs. Fore. Married! Haw? ?ꝰ 
Tatt. Suddenly —— before we knew where we were 
— that Villain Feremy, by the help of Diſguiſes, trickt 
us into one another. | 
Fore. Why, you told me juſt now, you went hence in 
haſte to be married. | | 
Ang. But I believe Mr. Tattle meant the Favour to me, 
J thank him. | 
Tutt. 1 did, as I hope to be ſav'd, Madam, my Inten- 
tions were good — But this is the moſt cruel thing, to 
marry one does not know how, nor why, nor where= 
fore — The Devil take me if ever I was ſo much con- 
cern'd at any thing in my Life. 
Alg. Tis very unhappy, if you don't care for one 
another. 
Tatt. The leaſt in the World —— That is for my Part, 


Eſpeak tor my feif. Gad, I never had the leaſt Thought 


of ſerious Kindneſs —— | never lik'd any Body leſs in my 
Life., Poor Woman! Gad I'm ſorry for her too; for I 
have no reaſon to hate her neither; but I believe I ſhall 
lead her a damn'd fort of a Life. 

Mrs, Fore. He's better than no Husband at all —— tho 
he's a Coxcomb. | [To Frail. 

Mrs. Frail. [T6 her.) Ay, ay, it's well it's no worſe — 
Nay, for my part 1 always deſpiſed Mr. Tatele of all 
things; nothing but his being my Husband could haye 
made me like him leis. 1 

Tait. L. ok you there, I thought as much —— Pox 
ont, | veiſh we could keep it ſecret, why I don't believe 


any of this Company wou'd ipeak ot it, Mrs. 


_IY „ oc ro _m | 1 * 
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Mrs. Frail. But, my Dear, that's impgſſible ; the Parſon 
and that Rogue Feremy will publiſh it. * 

Tatt. Ay, my Dear, ſo they will, as you ſay. 

Ang. O you agree very well in a little time; Cuſtom 
will make it eaſy to you. © +00 | 

Tatt. Eaſy! Pox on't, I don't believe I ſhall ſleep to 

Sir Samp. Sleep, Quotha! No, why you would not 
ſleep o your Wedding-Night? I'm an older Fellow than 
you, and don't mean to ſleep. in 27 

Ben. Why there's ano her Match now, as thof' a couple 
of Privateers were looking for a Prize, and ſhould fall 
foul of one another. Pm Srty for the young Man with 
all my Heart. Look you, Friend, if I may adviſe you, 
when ſhe's going, for that you muſt expect, I have Ex- 
perience of her, when ſhe's going, let her go. For no- 
Matrimony is tough enough to hold her, and if ſhe can't 
drag her Anchor along with her, ſhe'll break her Cable, L 
can tell you that. Who's here? the Madman? 


S GEN E, The Lof.. 


Valentine, Scandal, Sir Sampſon, Angelica, Foreſight,. 
Mrs. Forefight, Tattle, Ars. Frail, Ben, jeremy, 
Buckram. | 


Val. No; here's the Fool; and if occaſion be, III piye: 
it under my Hand © W 
Sir Samp. How now ®.., 09 * bag 
Val. Sir, I'm come to acknowledge my Errors, and ase 
your Pardon, 
Sir Samp. What, have you found your Senſes at laſt: 
then? In good time, Sir. | ; "7 
Val. You were abus d, Sir, I never was diſtradted. 
Fore. How ! Not mad! Mr. Scandal, 
Scan. No really, Sir; Pm his Witneſs, it was all 
Counterfeit, : W997 07 2339 917 
Val. | thought I had Reaſons—— Bat it was @ poor 
Con:rivance, the Effect has ſhewn it ſuch. | 
Sir Samp. Contrivance, what to cheat me? to cheat 
your Father! Sirrah, co-1d you hope to proper? Hi 
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Val. Indeed, I thought, Sir, when the Father endes“ 
youred to undo the Son, it was a aecaſouable return of 
Nature. : 35 |; | 

Sir Samp. Very good, Sir —— Mr. Buckram,. are you 
ready? —— Come, Sir, will you ſign and ſeal? 

Val. If you pleaſe, Sir; but firſt I would ask this Lady 
one Queſtion. | | 

Sir Samp. Sir, you muſt ask me leave firſt; that Lady? 
No, Sir; you ſhall ask that Lady no Queſtions, till you 
have ask'd her Bleſſing, Sir; that Lady is to be my Wife. 

Val. I have heard as much, Sir; but I wou'd have it | 
from her own. Mouth. | Fe: 

Sir Samp. That's as much as to fay, I lye, Sir, and you ] 
don't believe what I ſay. | | 

Val. Pardon me, Sir. But I reflect that I very lately 
caunterfeited Madneſs; I don't know but the Frolick may 
go round. 

Sir Samp. Come, Chuck, ſatisfy him, anſwer him; 
— Come, come, Mr. Buckram, the Pen and Ink. 

Buckr. Here it is, Sir, with the Deed, all is ready, 

45 al. goes v0 Ang. 

Ang. Tis true, you have a great while pretended Love 
to me; nay, What if you were ſincere? Still you muſt. 

rdon me, if I think my own Inclinations have a better 
Right to diſpoſe of my Perſon, than yours. 

Sir Samp. Are you anſwer'd now, Sir? 

Fal. Les, Sir. ry | on 

Sir Samp. Where's your Plot, Sir? and your Contri- 
vance now, Sir? Will you ſign, Sir? Come, will you fign. Sl 
and ſeal? | 1 P20 

Val, With all my Heart, Sir. 

* Sdeath, you are nat mad indeed, to ruin your 

? | an 
ö | Val. I have been diſappointed of my only Hope; and he 
1 that loſes Hope may part with any thing. I never valu'd W 
Fortune, but as it was ſubſervient to my Pleaſure; and inc 
my only Pleaſure was to pleaſe this Lady: I have made | 
many vain Attempts, and find at laſt that nothing but my arr 
Ruin can effect it: Which, for that Reaſon, 1 will fign- ma 


re. 


ff 


nne, 


. to . Give me the Paper. oth 
Ang. Grnecgus Valentine [ Aſile. 
5 | | Buckr, bet 
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Buckr. Here is the Deed, Sir. 
Val, But where is the Bond, by which I am obliged to 


"ign this? 
V Buckr. Sir Sampfon,. you have it, | 1? 


Ang. No, I have it; and I'll uſe it, as 1 wou'd every 
thing chat is an Enemy to Valentine. [ Tears the Paper, 

Sir Samp. How now! n 

Val. Ha! | 

Ang. Had I the World to give you, it cou'd not make 
me worthy of ſo generous and faithful a Paſſion: Here's 
my Hand, my Heart was always yours, and ſtruggłd very 
hard to make this utmoſt Trial of your Vertue. Ib Val. 

Val, Between Pleaſure and Amazement, I am loſt —— 
But on my Knees I take the Bleſſing. : | 

Sir Samp. Oons, what is the Meaning of this? 

Ben. Meſs here's the Wind chang'd again. Father, you 
and I may make a Voyage together now. | 

Ang. Well, Sir * {ſince I have plaid you a 
Trick, I'll adviſe you, how you may avoid ſuch another. 
Learn to be a good Father, or you'll never get a ſecond 
Wife. I always lov'd your Son, and bated your unfor- 
giving Nature; I was reſolv'd to try him to the ut- 
moſt; I have try'd you too, and know you both. You 
have not more Faults than he has Virtues; and tis hardly 
more Pleaſure to me, that I can make him and my ſelf 
haPPY' than that I can puniſh you. 

Val. If my Happineſs cou'd receive Addition, this kind 
Surprize wou'd make it double. 

Sir Samp. Oons you're a Crocodile. 

Fore. Really, Sir Sampſon, this is a ſudden Eclipſe, 

Sir Samp. You're an illiterate old Fool, and I'm 
another. R | 

Tart. If the Gentleman is in Diſorder for want of a 
Wife, I can ſpare him mine, Oh are you there, Sir? I'm 
indebted to you for my Happineſs. [ Jere, 

Fere. Sir, I ask you ten thouſand Pardons, 'twas an 
arrant Miſtake —— You fee, Sir, my Maſter was never 
mad, nor any thing like it—— Then how cou'd it be 
otherwiſe ? | | 

Val. Tattle, I thank you, you would have interpoſed 
between me and Heay'n; but Providence laid Purgatory 
in your way — You have but Juſtice. <A 
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 - + . Scan. I hear the Fiddles that Sir Sampſon provided for 
bis own Wedding; methinks tis pity they ſtiou'd not be 

employ d when the Match is ſo much mended. 7als 
tine, the' it be Morning, we may have a Dance. 

Val. Any thing, my Friend, every thing that looks 
like Joy and Tranſport. _ 

Scan, Call em, Feremy. ner | 

Ang. I have done diſlembliag now, Valentine; and if 
that Coldneſs, which I have always worn before yau, 
hogs turn to an extreme Fondaeſs, you muſt not ſuſ- 
pect ie, _ 
Vol. Vl prevent that Suſpicion — For I intend to 
.dote to that immoderate degree, that your Fondneſs ſhall 
never diſtinguiſh it ſelf enough to be taken notice of, If 
ever you ſeem to love too much, it muſt be only when 1 
can't love enougb. 4 

Ang. Have a care of Promiſes; you know you are apt 
to run more in Debt than you are able to pay. 

Val. Therefore I yield my Body as your Priſoner, and 
make your beſt on'r. 

. Scav. The Mufick ſtays for you. [ Dance, 
_ Scan. Well, Madam, you have done Exemplary Juſtice, 
in puniſhing an inhuman Father, and rewarding a faith- 
ful Lover: But there is a third good Work, which I, in 
particular, muſt thank you for; I was an Infidel to your 
Sex, and you have converted me — For now I am con- 
vinc'd that all Women are not like Fortune, blind in be- 
ſtowing Favours, either on thoſe who do not merit, o: 
who do not want 'em. 

Ang. Tis an unreaſonable Accuſation, that you lay 
upon our Sex: Tou tax us with, Iajuſtice, only to cover 
your own want of Merit. You would all have the Re- 
ward of Love; but few have the Conſtaney to ſtay *cill 
it becomes your due. Men are generally Hypocrites and 
Infigels, they pretend to Worſhip, but have neither Zeal 
nor Faith: How few, like Valentine, would perſevere even 
to Martyrdom, and. facrifice their Intereſt to their Con- 

cy! Jn admiring me, you miſplace the Novelty. 


The Miracle to Day is, that we find | | 
A Lover trus: Not that a Woman's Kind, 
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ie Spoken at the Opening of the N ev Houſe. 
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Fa By Mis. BRACEGIRDLE.. 
to 8 UR E bins at frſt def ron d this Place 
7 | To be the Player's Refuge in Diſtreſs; 
1 For ſtill in every Storm, they all run hither, _ 
As to a Shed, that ſhields em from the Weather: 
pt But thinking of this Change which laſt befel us, 
It's like what I have heard our Poets tell us 
nd For when behind our Scenes, their Suits are pleading, 
. To helf their Love, ſometimes they ſhew their Reading ; 
e, And wanting ready Caſh to pay for Hearts, 
h- | » They top their Learning on us, and their Parts. 
in Once of Philoſophers they told us Stories, ; 
1 Whom, as I think, they call d — Py — Pythagories 
vy I'm ſure tis ſome ſuch Latin Name they give em, 


o: And we, who know no better, muſt believe em. 
Now to theſe Men (ſay they) ſuch Souls were giv'n, 


lay That after Death, ne er went to Hell, nor Heav'n, 

= But liv d, I know not how, in Beaſts; and then 

1 hen many Tears were paſt, in Men again. : 
nd Methir.ks, we Players reſemble ſuch a Soul, | 
eal That, does from Bodies, we from Houſes ſirole. | 
'en "Thus Ariſtotle's Soul, of old that was, 


May now be damn d to animate an Aſs; 
Or in this very Houſe, for ought we know, 
I; doing painful Penance in ſome Beau: 


_ Of Roaring Gammeſt 


| t we can't four, ſome you're ſo good to lee us, | 
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EPILOGUE. 


2 our Andience, which did once reſort 

To ſhining Theatres to fee our Sport, 

Now find us toſs'd into a Tennis-Court. 

Theſe Malli bus t other Day were fill d with Noiſe ©, 95 
er, and your Damme Boys; A 

Then bounding Balls and Rackets they encompaſt, 

And now theyre fill'd with Feſts, and Flights, and m_ | 
IT vow, I don't much like this Tranſmigration, 8 


Stroling from Place 1 Place, by Circulation, 

Grant Heav n, we don't return to our firſt Statiun. | 
T know: not what theſe think, but for my Part, PIR. 
I cas refct without an aking Heart, "be | 8 | 
. How we ſhou'd end in our Original, a Cart, 


That you. have only ſet us up, to leave us, 
| now the pag; we hope for futur Grace, 


And ſome here know I have a begging Face. 
en pray continue this your kind Behaviour, 
For a * ao, without your Favour. 


